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More bleſſed far, on truth's approving plan, 

To rank an honeſt, plain, good-natur'd man; 5 
Than ſhare thoſe honvurs, which the ampleſt fame 
Connccts with a mere literary name, 
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INTRODUCTION ro nE SATIRES. 


Addreſſed to Lord — 


Ook with diſcerning eye around, 
What elſe but vanity is found, 
From the imperial palace, down. 
To the mean cottage of the clown ? 
Mankind purſue, with endleſs ſtrife, 
Lur'd by falſe eftimates of life, 
Thoſe objects which, when they o'ertake, 
Them more ſupremely wretched make. 
And why ? let all for once attend, 
Without the means, we ſeek the end. 
Seek Happineſs, but her in vain, 
Unknown to Virtue, would attain, 
She's paradiſe, divinely ſtor'd; 
Virtue's, to guard, the flaming ſword ; 
A flaming ſword to all who would, 
Without ber ſuf rance, bold intrude. 
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But who her ſacred ſteps purſue, 
Them ſhe conducts, and welcomes too. 
But this fine ſcene for moral wit 
Will bards of graver ſtudies fit. 
Subjects leſs ſolemn far we chuſe, 
That ſuit the laughter-loving Muſe, 
Suit aptly the ſatiric pen, 
The whims and caprices of men. 
Theſe gain'd immortal praiſe to Your, 
In his keen pointed numbers ſung. 
Who would the raſh attempt avow, 
To pluck the laurels from his brow, 
Thoſe ſubjeAs, impotent, explore, 
Which he exhauſted long before ? 
No; let the paſſion, love of fame, 
Be univerſal as his name; 
While we, felf-borne the daring Muſe, 
No borrow'd wings would meanly uſe, 
What follies yet remain unſung, 
From vanity and dulneſs ſprung, 
Though oft Poyz's juſtly-kindled rage 
Made ſuch the laughter of the age ? 
A few now would the muſe feleR, 
In all their native trappings deckt. 


To ThE SATIRE. 


As through life's wayward paths men plod, 
Or ſkip, extravagantly oad. 

No charaQters unknown we draw, 
Which mankind /;wing never ſaw. 

Not Nature juſt in ev'ry part, 

But tranſc:ipts of the writer's heart. 
Vagaries of a troubled brain, 

Ineffab.y abſurd and vain. 

Wild thoughts, made wilder by his pen, 
Stuff'd into characters of men. 

As Rowe's great ſatiriſt deſcribes 

A monſter form'd from various tribes, 
With which his reader's eye he feaſts, 
Women and fiſhes, fowls and beaſts. 
Thus Cs frantic pencil draws, 
Exalts with blame, damns with applauſe 
Nor ftrange, himſelf fo little man, 

So little human in his plan. 

In branding him we break no laws. 

But thus aſſert the public cauſe. 

The public he abuſes, who 

Firſt fed him, and preſerves him fo. 
With thankleſs and ungrateful pen, 


Styles his ſupporters worſt of men 
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As the fell ſnake that boſom ſlings 


Which it to life and motion brings“. 
Cenſure on him we juſtly call 
A panegyric paſs'd on all. 
Satire ſhould ever build on truth, 
Abſurd, elſe, ſenſeleſs, and uncouth. 
Without truth we to gain eclat, 
Ourſelves, but not mankind, may draw. 
Without truth ſatiriſts are ſure 
Deeply to wound, but never cure. 
Far other features we would ſketch, 
Than men from mere idea fetch. 
On thoſe alone our numbers flow, 
Which from examples well we know, 
Living examples, ev'ry where 
That boldly in our faces ftare. 
Authors, among this motly race, 
Poſſeſs no undiftinguiſh'd place; 
Authors, howe'er bred up in ſchools, # 


Still of mankind ihe greatcſt fools, 


® This, and whatever elſe occurs relating to a late celevrated 
bard, was firiſhed a cunitdeabic time betfo:e his deccaſe: a piece 
of information the r.ader may think n<ceffory, to break th*- 
force of an obvious icmark, 
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Blockheads will ever ſwarm below, 
But why ſhould print proclaim them fo * 
Reptiles beneath the ground ſhould crawl, 
Elſe trodden under foot by all. 

But with diſguiſe's artful veil, 
That we may perſons ſtill conceal, 
No one whole character we chuſe, 
Though form'd by Nature, not the Muſe. 
To pick out objects wrong or right, 
To ſhow our malice and our ſpite, 
This not, on Satire's lib'ral plan, 
Were, FLaccvs-like, to laugh at man, 
But, for the rag on dung hills roll'd, 
Like dainty cinder-wives to ſcold, 
We, in offending juſtly checkt, 
From various characters ſelect, 
That, blended artfully, we may 
Heighten'd the ridicule ſurvey. 
Men, things offenſive to the eye 
With much diſguſt, though fingle, fpy ; 
But, if in heaps collected, à ho 
Would not the ſt ongeſt loathing ſhow ? 
"Tneſe, into parts reſoly'd again, 


To various owners appertain. 
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Thus artiſts ſhow the curious work, 
Where ſprings aud wheels complexly lurk, 
Though, as one maſter's labour ſhown, 
Each claims a workman of its own. 
Mankind here, as if call'd by name, 
May each his darling foible claim; 
Juſt as the cap befits him, wear, 
Nor owning, call the Muſe ſevere. 

Nor we leſs cautious ſhall deſcribe 
That mongrel breed, the author-tribe ; 
Though ſmall compaſſion often ſhown, 
No individuals ſhall be known : 
For ſuch, though they impos'd our tafk, 
Humanity implores the maſk. 
A taſk, that ever would begin, 
Were we to take all rhymers in. 
Rhymers, who, for a verſe or two, 
Think immortality their due. 


Vain thought ! that words diſpos'd to chime, 
Should therefore hit the true ſublime. 


A pigmy, perch'd upon Parnassvs, 
Still juſtly for a pigmy paſſes. 
A dunce in numbers, never roſe 


Above a very dunce in proſe. 


: 
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To THE SATIRE S. 13 


When will that bliſsſul æra come, 
When Dulneſs ſhall be ever dumb, 
When deſks ſhall authors“ works confine, 
Immortal there content to ſhine, 


Not for a moment dragg'd to light, 
Then plung'd in everlaſting night? 
Soon Reputation dies ; yet man 
Would ſhorten ſtill its narrow ſpan; 
Before the ſpade performs its taſk, 
Or worms their fated banquet aſc, 
To Fame's bar'd heart the quill apply, 
And ſtraight poetically die. 

Foul ſuicide, without diſmay 

Calm perpetrated ev'ry day 
Gibbets may rot, and axes ruſt, 

If each ſelf-judg'd bravado mult, 

In bold defiance of all law, 

Upon himſelf in ſecret draw, 

But while, my Lord, the ſatire lit; 
Thoſe little rhyme-engender'd wits, 
Applied by Candour's voice to you, 
It forms but your «l»gium due; 

As objects, when the ſun-beam's near, 
Some dark, ſome luminous, appear; 
Vor. II. B 
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Or as fam'd lanterns, aptly made, 
Light here diffuſe, and there a ſhade, 
To dumb Oblivion's long long night 
To conſecrate ſuch bards how right 
For thus, with glory and renown 
Uafading we true genius crown. 


r See 
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POETICAL CHARACTERISTICS; 


O R, 
AN ESTIMATE 


OF THE 
ADVANTAGES or RHYMING. 


IN THREE CANT OS. 


Nawem agere ignarus navis timet : abrotonum ro 
Nen audet, niji qui didicit, dare: quod melicerum ef 
Promitturt melici : tratant fabrilia fabric: 
Scribimus indocti doctigue potmata paſſim. 

Hic error tamen et levis hoc inſauia quantas 

Virtutes habeat, fic collige: vatis avarus 

Neu temere eft animus; vcrſus amat, hoe fludet unum; 
Detrimenta, fugas ſervorum, incendia ridet ; 

Nen fraudem ſecio, puero ve incegitat ullam 

Pr-piils ; wivit filiquis et pare ſecunds : 

AMuitie guanguam Fife; ac malus, utilis urbi, Hor, 
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we others make ſtrange? fuſs about 


Stateſmen with places, or without *, 


Damn men and meaſures, good or bad, 
And run politically mad ; 
While Paſt'ral Life is taught to rage 


With all the rancour of the age, 
And C 


On his own ſouthern ſide of Tween, 


meets his match indeed 


(His own blows on himſelf recoil'd), 
By Genius and by Valour foil'd + : 
Far other ſubjects offer now, 


To fillet round the poet's brow ; 


Written in the vear 2763. 


+ Alluding to a very elegant Ftile pt:c2 under the title of 


bier ius and Vattur, written in oppOH tO. to ile famous Prophe.y 


of Famine. 
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The wk, the banter, or the ſneer, 
Are the ſevereſt things ſound. bere. 

Say, Muſe, ah! whither art thou fled, 
Scarce known ſave for the mighty dead, 
'The mighty dead (ye proud, forgive) 
That more emphatically live, 

Than whom a mere mechanic breath 
Groſsly diſtinguiſhes from death ? 

Say, gentle native of the ſkies, 

With infpiration-beaming eyes; 

With ſtep thy penſive frame that tells, 
Ard brow on which complacence dwells ; 
In what devout retirement now, 

Parent of thought ſublime, art thou ? 
To what ſequeſter'd iſland hied, 

Laſh'd by ſome ocean's ambient tide, 
Where Nature wears her gentleſt form, 
Uncenſcious of the ſurly ſtorm; 

Where Seaſons but of milder fort 

On airy roſeate pinions ſport, 

Preſenting to the raviſh'd ſight 

Each choſen object of delight: 

Where, through the groves and lilicd plains, 


Simplicity Primeval reigns, 
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Blythe- ey d Contentment at her fide, 

And Plenty, like a blooming bride; 

Love, with her temples wreath'd with flow'rs, 
Sighing in amaranthine bow'rs ; 

Muſic, with rapture in her look, 

Breathing ſoft airs beſide the brook ; 

And Contemplation, ſlowly- ſtept, 

In dark-brown ſhades her dwelling kept. 
Where, blended in ſweet ſocial cares, | 
Which each with equal tranſport ſhares, 
Some happy race, by Heav'n defign'd 

The full perfection of their kind, 

On Nature's gifts ſpontaneous live, 

They grateful, as ſhe free to give. 

There, with thy light acreal train, 

That trip with nimble foot the plain; 
Explore contemplative the grove, 

Or loiter in the green alcove; 

In Iuſpiration's magic cell, 

Wich Silence handmaid meet to dwell. 
There, till BaiTaxx14 learns the art 

No more from Nature to depart, 
Much ſhock'd with Vice, and tir'd of Folly, 
With meek-ey'd, calm-brow'd Melancholy, 
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On beds of myrrh, edg'd round with flow'rs, 
To paſs the pleaſure · gliding hours. 
How many at thine altars bend, 
And much phantaitic zeal pretend, 
Thou to indulge their fond deſire, 
To touch their torpid lips with fire; 
Then, though unheard they bend the knee, 
Dare inſpiration boaſt from thee ? 
Though thy kind dwelling, now and then, 


Among the gentler fons of men, 
(SHENSTONXES, whoſe laurel never dies) 
Thy native marfion is the ſkies. 

Angels behold thee, and admi:e, 
Caught from thy living glance their fire, 
Tun'd to the majeſty of praiſe, 

While millions their loud voices raiſe, 
Trembllag beneath thy magic hand: 
The {rpphire harp angelic ſtands. 
Nartyre, and ſaints, and cherubs throng, 
To tear the rapture-warbled ſong; 

J 1014.8 (al his might preclarm, 
Augud, unnutterable name!) 

From his high throne eternal bende, 


And to the hymn ſublime atterd:; 
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Heav'n's battlements re- echo round, 
And diſtant worlds return the ſound. 
Shall mortals then to thee look up, 
Juſt reeling from the midnighr-cup, 
Juſt from the brothel's haunts impure, 
Thy aid, O goddeſs ! to procure ? 
Thy laurels flouriſh not, but where 
They breathe a pure untainted zir ; 
Suck the beſt juices of the ſoil, 
That fertile bears with little toil, 
Wave, Satire, then thy fierceſt pen, 
To chaſtiſe thoſe licentious men; 
Send them degraded — to the plough, 
The circlet twiſted from their brow. 
Becauſe ſome ſtriplings write and read, 
A moſt important brag indeed; 
So bearded over is their chin, 
That barbers weekly are call'd in ; 
Becauſe to manhood's Ve grown up, 
To revel o'er the midnight- cup; 
Shuffle the cards with much addreſs, 
And ſtudy — at a game of cheſs; 
Look virgins boldly in the face, 
And fearleſsly appoint te last. 
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Becauſe a little duſt they raiſe 

At balls, aſſemblies, routs, and plays; 
Fir'd by ſome fair-one's ſparkling eyes, 
Say ſomething wit-like by ſurpriſe ; 
Their doughty conſequence to ſhow, 
For triſles can outrageous grow; 

Sneer at the conſecrated Book, 

And ſwear with unconfounded look: 
Becauſe our claſſic ſons of ſame 

They intimately know — by name, 
And haply can, with cadence neat, 

A line from Por or Gar repeat: 
Such ſcholars, gentlemen, and wite, 
(And doubtleſs ſuch it well befits) 
Their vanity ftraight takes the hint, 
They write, and mu/# appear in print. 
Say, what the ſubjects moſt they chaſe ? 
Subjects well worthy of the Muſe, 
Themſclves, their noble ſelves, that ſeem 
Firſt in their own ſublime eſteem. 

To give invention play uncheck'd, 
Thus they the pooreſt themes ſelect. 
To point out Nature's every flaw, 
Their own ſad flimſy portraits draw, 
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From whence alone mankind may ſoe, 
Eve ate of the forbidden tree. 

The freedom of the preſs we rate 
As the Palladium of the ſtate; 
That teſt ſo much renown'd in ſtory, 
That bulwark of BIT AN NIA“s glory. 
But often too its value's paid, 187 
What blockheads hence are daily made; 
What rhyming coxcombs, that requir'd 
Ere filenc'd ev'n a Por E inſpir'd; 
Pore, who of dunces ſtoop'd to ing, 
Though borne ſublime on Homer's wing, 
'Thus nought of human good we know 
Unmingled with its ſhare of wo. 
No bleſſing but its curſe attends, 
Mutual to thwart each other's ends. 
Alas ! BRITANRNIA“s faireſt fame 
Is oft converted to her ſhame ! 
Her very ſtrength and pow'r betray 
Her wants and weakneſs every day! 
What ſhould her throne eternal make, 
May it with dire convulſions ſhake ! 


But Heav'n, here let our murmurs reſt, 
Will order all things for the beft ; 
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On Wiſdom make ſucceſs attend, 
And folly in misfortune end. 

To ſhine a poet, you muſt be 
A critic of no mean degree. | 
Scnſe, judgment, learning, knowledge, ſkill 
Should ever wield the mighty quill. 
'The Muſe and Contemplation dwell 
In the ſame foliage-mantled cell; 
Ever attach'd to one another, 
Who wooes the one muſt woo the other. 
The poet's pencil to employ, 
Each ſhould a quick nice taſte enjoy ; 
Deep to diſcern, not take on truſt, 
The beautiful, ſublime, and juſt ; 
With ſudden ſapient glance, disjoin 
The ſpurioug from the current coin; 
With Kawmes's eye LyncEan view, 
And pierce all Nature through and through. 

Poets ſhould, whether wrong or right, 
See things in an uncommon light ; | 
At will, change attitudes, ſites, places, 
And vary ornaments and graces ; 
With magic pow'rs (confin'd to them) 
Turn the dim pebble to a gem ; 
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In barren tracts bid roſes bloom, 

And ruſh-grown marſhes breathe perfume ; 
Bid fairy ſcenes in deſerts riſe, 

And endleſs Evens charm the eyes. 

To be a poet, we require 
The touch electrical of fire, 

To vibrate on each tingling ſenſe, 
Enthuſiaſtic, quick, intenſe; 

A certain pleaſing phrenzy known 
To ſeraphs and the Muſe alone. 

To form the poet, Fancy ought 
To ſwell and elevate the thought; 
Waft us, on her excurkve wings, 
Above the vulgar range of things, 
Who at the Muſe's altar kneel, 
Should ever exquiſitely feel ; 
Through all Senſation's thrillings know 
The keen extremes of bliſs and wo. 
The bard, in fine, ſhould ever claim 
A title to immortal fame, 

The utile and dulce hit, 
As ſchular, gentleman, and wit. 

How few, alas! in modern days, 
On theſe erect their deathleſs praiſe, 

Vor. II. C 
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A baſis nothing e'er can ſhake, 
Though cities fall, and mountains quake ; 
Though proud Ambition's trophies fink, 
And tumble down Fate's dreadful brink ; 
Though all the labours of mankind, 
And ſtates themſelves, a period find! 
Thus Homes ſhot his noon-tide ray, 
The ſun that rul'd the Gxectan day. 
Thus, with the moon's auſpicious light, 
V1zc1t roſe all ſerenely bright. 
Thus Mir rom ſhines, beheld from far, 
BalrANRNTA“s firſt poetic ſtar, 
How few take Nature for their guide, 
Seduc'd by wantonneſs and pride 
Boaſt, yet pathetic all the while, 
The ſimple elegance of ſtyle! 
Tnat flow of unaffected thought, 
Which charms at once, and comes unſought! 
To ſqueeze out lifeleſs, cold, cold ſtrains, 
Through thick, thick ſkulls, from hard- bound brains; 
To rack cach faculty and pow'r, 
For one ſtale couplet — in an hour; 
(Poor verſes that, like man and wife, 
Together live in endleſs ſtrife) 
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To clap moſt cruelly in fetters 
A ſet of harmleſs fimple letters, 
That had, ah not difgrac'd by thoſe, 
Rang'd the extenſive fields of proſe ; 
To torture lines, much better ſiagle, 
That their extremities may jingle; 
Like ſharp, ſhrill reed-pipes from the marſh, 
To ſqueak moſt muſically harſh : 
Thus to make ſounds, with bold pretence, 
Paſs with the gaping croud for ſenſe, 
As, deck'd in plumes of gaudy hue, 
The jackdaw would be peacock too; 
Theſe patch up (well Reviewers know it) 
In hodiernal phraſe, a poet. 
Thus too, with ſacrilegious hands, 
Boldly tranſgreſſing the commands, 
To be in eſtimation had, 
They rob the treaſures of the dead. 
But ſure, of pilferers accurſt, 
1 he literary thief's the worſt. 
Not from mankind alone ke ſtcals, 
And meanly the baſe act conceals ; 
Ulis theft to Heav'n itſelf extends, 
lor Genius from the ies deſcends, 

C2 
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The ſervile plagiary is then 
The robber both of gods and men. 

Such rhyming mendicants for fame, 
Purloiners of another's r:ame ; 
Such dwarfs, ſome men of ſtature greet, 
Tha: ÞUubble on poetic feet; 
Such glow- worms, in dark corners met, 
That twinkle — when the ſun is ſet; 
Harpies, where-e'er the laurel hangs, 
Hov'ring around with outſtretch'd fangs; 
Such reptiles, each hoots as he paſſes, 
Creeping up belly-wiſe Paxnassvus ; 
Such wretched tackers-to of verſe, 
Sacred to man's — celanda pars; 
Such poets of mechanic race, 
Like locuſts ſwarm in ev'ry place: 
Beneath no fear, reſtraint, or awe, 


In ſpite of common ſenſe and law, 


I: ſright of Nature, Taſle, avi Raves, 


Damn to eternity their namcs. 

Such fancy Poetry a trade, 
Like ſhoes cn laſts their verſes made; 
And, like the ccarſe ill fitted ſhee, 
Indeed mol ftiff and awkward too. 
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A trade it is; but to practiſe, 

You muſt ſerve *prentice in the ſkies. 
Elſe, though together words you link, 
L ike ill-match'd pariſh-bells to clink ; 

{The woful dirge that dreary tolls 
Oblivion to ſuch tuneful ſouls) 

'Though, now and then, a phrafe compound 
Lifts up the unmajeſlic ſound ; 

Though ſcraps of wit, and ſhreds of ſenſe, 
The reader meets — and knows from whence ; 
Though Fancy glimmers, here and there, 
Like meteors through the troublel air ; 
Though, half in rubbiſh hid, a gem 
Twinkles — with luſtre not from them; 
Though, ſomctimes in a feeble ſpring, 
Imagination ſpreads her wing ; 

Though haply, gazing many an hour, 

Up ſtarts a ſolitary flow'r, 

Reflecting beauty on the whole, 

From Pot or DeYoex's garden ſole ; 
Though theſe as miracles ſurpriſe, 

And for a moment charm the wiſe; 

Like old cloaths patch'd with purple glare, 
And make the idiot rabble ſtare; 


C 3 


30 Por TI AL CHARACTERISTICS. 


| Yet abſent Genivs, to inſpire 


With her bright, equal, vital fire, 

To wing the Fancy, warm the heart, 
And all her magic to impart ; 

Such as in Gnay's chaſte finiſh'd lines, 


Or Oc1Lv1e's rich numbers ſhines ; 


Such manufacturers of verſe 

May ſtrut, their betters to aſperſe ; 
Such may their maim'd and halting rhyme, ö 
By counting their ten fingers, time; 
The Age's ſtandard models be, 


For expletive ſublimity ; 


With pretty tinkling, jingling numbers, 
Charm the tranſported ſoul to — ſlumbers; 
Quite inoffenſive cordial rains, 


To wakefu! wit-moleſted brains: 


Put ſure they ne'er can poets be, 
Till mankind ceaſe to hear and ſee ; 
Till Youxs poetically dead, 

And AxEexNsIve no longer read. 
Vainly we ſummon pen and ink, 

To write, when ve neglett to think. 


Againſt the Muſe we ad high treaſon, 
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Nor thyme our madrigals, nor reaſen, 
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Mankind this maxim ſhould bzhold 
Struck out in capitals of gold, 
Adopted by Rome's firſt-rate wit, 


Paeta na/citur, non fit. 


In phraſe vernacular to ſhow it, 

A poet mull be born a poet. 
Becauſe this precept oft forgot, 
(Alas! what ſtandard rule is not f?) 


* 


One might, by trade, on turtles dine, 
But chuſes ſtarving with the Nine. 
Another now of court-ſuit brags, 


Now, ſtruck with rhyme-fits, creeps in rags. 
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Some lay aſide the manly tool, 

Made tradeſmen by poetic rule. 

Some leave the plough, to loſe their time, 
And oft their ſenſes too, in rhyme. 


Others, in {acerdotal gown, 

Aﬀect poetical renown ; 

They prov'd their knowledge in the text, 
And thus become mere blockheads next. 
Others, beneath the three tail'd wig 
Full- ſpread, lock moſt profoundly big; 
Roftrums had eterniz'd cheir name, 

Not by the Maſe condemn'd to fame. 
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Others, becauſe mankind they ſave 

From fell diſeaſes and the grave, 

Think ſome great freedom they may uſe, 
And murder with their quill the Muſe. 
Sach, ſet on PRGAsus's back, 

In modern days a very hack, 

As them not LyTTELToON can ſtop, 

oon in oblivicy's pit muſt drop. 


The end of the FixsT CAN re. 
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Go AS... 


ES; men of fortune, let them rhyme, 
Their greatelt foe, to marder time, 
Time a dead burden on them hangs, 
Which they ſuſtain with endleſs pangs ; 
And much the Muſes oft avail 
To lighten it when all things fail. 
Satan might elſe boaſt ſome excuſe, 
His wiles and fiery darts to uſe. 
That ſtate from manly cares exempt, 
Is his apology to tempt; 
Near too his idleneſs akin, 
And in demerit next, to ſin. 
The hapleſs wretch with riches curſt, 
Is of all menial ſlaves the worſt, 
If no ingenious liberal turn 
Makes his expanded boſom burn ; 
If Science, bounteous but to few, 
Opes not her treaſures to his view; 
Who cannot, diſengag'd from pelf, 
Retire well-pleas'd within himſelf, 
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To know, is but to pity him, 

A ſlave to caprice and to whim, 

A ſlave to indolence and ſloth, 

That eat him vp, as cloaths the moth. 

A ſlave to paſſion and to pride, 

That whirl him down their rapid tide. 

A ſlave to diſcontent and ſpleen, 

With many a raſh reſolve between. 

A ſave to every modith folly, - 

To ſullen moppiſh melancholy. 

A moſt, obſequious ſlave to Vice, 

And her attendants, cards and dice, 

W hole prize, {till fools, or knaves diſpute, 

The bottle and the proſlitute, 

Let him then rhyme, and who can tell, 

But you may fave a ſoul from hell? 
That there are ſome exceptions we 

With you molt cordially agree; 

As, when the Winter ſets in drear, 

Haply ſome ever-greens appear : 

Haply, in baſe and ſordid mines, 

Some vein of nobler metal ſhines. 

Beſides, theſe „a ves of high degre: 

In many articles are free, 
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Freedom they nebly boaſt from both, 

As tradeſmen e, their word, and oath ; 
But honour here, to ſouls refin'd, 

Argues a low plcbeian mind ; 


Though in mere trifles did you doubt them, 
Zounds ! 'sdeath — they carry ſwords about them. 
A /ave in all things elſe, to be 
Is juſt in ſome ſuch inſtance free. 
But to deſtroy that monſter, Time, 
As they claim privilege to rhyme ; 
Not freedom here alone they uſe, 
They take much greater with the Muſe. 
So much averſe to be confin'd, 
No rule whate'er has force to bind. 
For who would be a dupe to ſchools, 
To men, who almoſ breathe by rules 
Horace of poetry may prate, 
Mere Pores alone his maxims rate. 
Poetic licence too apart, 
Beyond ev'n credible they ſtart. 
'Thus, faulty in ſome thing or other, 
From one extreme we ſeek another. 
The STAGYRITE and FLaccus wrote, 
And hence ſuch numbers daily quote, 
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Be cauſe their ſcanty talents roſe 

No higher than ſuch rules as thoſe, 
Their wit and precepts ne'er diſpart, 
That cramp'd by Nature, theſe by Art. 
But would our rexw-light bards invent, 
On forms leſs ſcrupulouſly bent, 
Maxims that might their genius ſuit, 
BoiLEav might doubtleſs then be mute. 
For better, to the /ib'ral man, 

The ample than the bounded plan. 

The GALLIc critic writes, confin'd 

By Nature, tothe kumankind ; 

Beyond her bourn our poets ſoar, 
Traverſe whole worlds, and aſk for more, 
Space, matter, time, obey the nod 

Of cach upſtart poetic god. 

His mouth each couplet-joiner opcs, 
And out fly ſtrange unuſual tropes, 

Such figures, inctarhors, and phraſes, 
As Nature he aſfronts who praiſes ; 
Such ima ery, which right to reliſh, 
Though meaut to heighten and embelliſh, 
You muſt, wh ate'er enjoyment hence is, 


Dox-Qvuv1xoTE-like, give up your ſenſes ; 


| 
| 
| 
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Or with heroic nonſenſe burn, 

See giants where but windmills turn, 

But ſuch employments aptly hit 

Our great originals in wit, 

Who much affected glee pretend, 

That them we ne'er can comprehend. 
The critics ah! how groſsly ſtupid ! 
„How crawls on earth the vile quadruped, 
„ While the ſtrong eagle ſoars ſublime, 

«© True bards but eagles wing'd by rhyme ! 
„How long will writers bleſs our land, 

«« Yet not one reader underſtand ! 

„ Thy gifts, Heav'n, leſs to us diſpenſe, 
„Till men bcaſt more than common ſenſe. 


„ Beyond this vulgar tet when learn'd, 


.«« Then will our merit be diſcern'd. 


Ah! why were printing-preſſes plann'd, 
But mankind's ignorance to brand! 


«« To nothing doom them, Heav'n, oace more, 


„Till our ſcann'd works read o'er and o'er.” 


Thus pray our bards, and adepts ſay, 
That they ſucceſsfully Qill pray; 
We mean ſuch adepts, as could ſce 
Reviewers damn'd, and Dulacſ; free. 
Vor. II. D 
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But ſhall the critics them paſs o'er, 
Umpires decreed of human lore ? 
No ; firſt let fiſhes ſeek the land, 
And rivers in their courſes ſtand. 


Let: ncedles firſt their poles reverie, 


Nor morning-beams night's ſhades diſperſe, 


The ccitic's trueſt, nobleſt fame, 

Is to admonitk and reclaim ; 

if they in vain this taſk diſcharge, 

1 hen excommunicate at large, 

Not from the kirk, but, with diſdain, 

From Immortality's bleſs'd fane. 
That common crigin whence ſprings 

1 he fix'd propriety of things ; 

That particle of light divine, 

By which we Reaſon would define; 

"Thoſe tics, in eſience and in name, 


V/hich ſentiment and language claim, 


Objects of ſenſe with thought combin'd, 


And motter ſomehow link'd to mind: 
Iz thef the probable and juſt, 

1 nat have ſubſiſted ſtill, and muſt ; 
Or, in one word concentred all, 


hat aptly makind, Nature, Call ; 
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Such ſeems a ſtandard too contracted 
For bards, by ro et rules directed, 
Such rules as all mankind mult own 
To be ſupremely—theirs alone. 
Nature too -unembelliſh'd lies, 
To raviſh hypercr:tic eyes. 
Her charms too vulgarly are ſeen, 
Without the optic lens between, 
No depths of ſtudy are requir'd, 
Nor Plato like to be inſpir'd ; 
A heart's the requiſite alone, 
That Beauty's touches may be knoxr 
Still faithful, as magnetic ſteel, 
Are we, when Nature bids us feel. 
But yet how mean to value that 
Which occupies the clown's chit- chat? 
Why thoſe 1deas entertain, 
That ev'n to - appear ſo plain? 
Why own ſenſations, that muſt ſtrike 
Philoſophers and hinds alike ? 
This would Inventicn's rambles curb, 
And Nature's order quite diturb ; 
To ruſtic life would Genius fink, 
To ſuch as only — feel and think, 
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Who, while Ambition's tranſport glows, 
Ne'er nobly venture to — compoſe. 


Hence, to our learned poets, this 


Diſplay of parts is all amiſs, 
Where ſimple thcughts, in ſimple phraſe, 


* 2 * 5 


Support alone our claim to praiſe. 
Where obvious lies to all the ſenſe, 
Unkept the judgment in ſuſpenſe, 
V here Commentators have no room, 
To twilt, corjeAure, and preſume. 
[ature to zhen's wrapt in diſguiſe, 
| ler therefore ⁊ccu our bards deſpiſe ; 
| Vet a diſguiſe not natire to her, 
Eut what abſurdly they beſtow her. 
They ſcem ſomehow chagrin'd at Fate, 
And would the world anew create. 
For ſarc, their myſteries of ſtrain 


To ſome ſtrange ſyitem appertain, 


Their modes of thinking too refer, 
Elſe Monthly Critics greatly err, 
To {ome ſurpriſing race of men, | 
That ne'er were taught from Darven'> pen 


And, as all things from chaos roſe, | 


_ „ 6 _ 


1 hat our vaſt univerſe compoſe; 


» * 
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So, into prompt belief to draw us, 
Our bards begin too with a chaos. 
Some nobler ſpecies (where or when 
Are ſecrets to the ſons of men) 
May fathom all their depths, and be 
More critically learn'd than we. 
But here, would Heav'n grant my requeſt, 
Would I with ignorance be bleſt ; 
Yet thus (what wonders ſwarm below!) 
Like Vouxc, like Por, like BLackLOCk, 4now, 

Meantime, advantages accrue 
To thoſe their footſteps that purſue. 
For thus their various hours ingroſs'd, 
That ah! might otherwiſe be loſt; 
Such viſits paid by Fancy round 
To fairy ſcenes, and magic ground; 
Thus ſtretch'd Imagioation's wing 
Beyond immenſely — ev'ry thing ; 
Thus Memory (enrich'd by ſtealth) 
Emptied of all her precious wealth; 
T heir paſſions thus by wonders caught, 
Whirl'd round in vortices of thought; 
Their elemental fire aſſuag'd, 
And reſtleſs faculties engag'd : 
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The Muſes = who fo kind as they 

How cheated Satan of his prey ! 

What bleſſings from the great employ 

Does hence Society enjoy 

All negatives we grant indeed, 

As PaxTRHIANs flying oft ſucceed. 

Thus, had the Muſe, with aſpect bland, 

And bays extended in her hand 

At STELL A's birth preſiding, ſaid, 

*« Be thou a metre-lovin;g maid,” 

©TELLA bad ne'er, to ſhow her ſenſe, 

Stone at all womankind's expenſe ; 

Expos'd their hours quite run to waſte, 

Their 1gnorance, and want cf taſte ; 

Their little unaſpiring aims, 

Content with ſorry houſeu ĩfe- names; 

Within a narrow roof confin'd 

Ihe mighty powers of female mind; 

Vhoſe beſt exertions but imply 

A jelly, cuſtard, or a pie; 

Mirrours and pictures rightly plac'd, 

Or ſide-boards garniſh'd out with taſte ; 
Unknown, though with brocaded ſuit on, 


To Hume, to H@TCHESON, and NRwTOx *. 


® See the picce called STELLA in this volume. 
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But not to STELL A's caſe confin'd 
The bleſſings of the Muſes kind ; 
Around diffuſively they ſpread, 

Like currents from the fountain-head, 
For ſome choice topics more, at large 
Our taſk appointed to diſcharge, 

To hail their glorious deeds who—ſing, 
In our next labour we ſhall bring ; 

No fact deſignedly ſuppreſiing, 

To prove the Muſe a public bleſſing. 
Meantime, each wit of ſpirit, ſhow it, 


Dare to hve poor and be a—poet. 


The end of the Skcond CAR To, 
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LL wi Seo 27 Pray. Prank 7b. PS 
CANT. 0M. 


Ould you detain men from the ſtews ? 
Let them have commerce with the Muſe. 
Their paſſions, that no limits know, 
Muſt ever have ſome ſtated flow ; 
If ſpent at all, a trifling care, 
The manner how, or when, or where. 


As ſhips from rocks ſecur'd by cables, 


To keep mankind from gaming-tables. 
Them faſten with poctic fetters, 
Link'd from the alphabet of letters, 
But that one almoſt daily views 
Murders committed on the Muſe, 
Many night bid adicu to lite, 

Stabb'd ruthleſs by his brother's knife; 
Our very roofs ſecure no more, 

Our inmoſt chambers ſtain'd with gore, 
Yes ; at the altar force the Muſe, 

If ſhe your -cd«/7 ſuit refuſe 


Then ſhall our wives and daughters be 


From your attewpts unhallow'd free. 
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That robbers may our roads deſert, 
And from our houſes thieves depart ; 
Let mortals all their cunning uſe, 
Freely to purloin from the Muſe : 

To rob, on purpoſe to conceal, 

Her ſons, is from herſelf to Neal. 
By taking thus, unknown they give, 
Die faſter, as they ſtrive to live ; 

As, aiming to be more than frog, 
Burſts the fam'd monarch of the bog. 
Though ſteel ſtrength from the magnet gaias, 
The magnet ſtill its pow'r retains. 
Yon bloſſom ſtill remains unſoil'd, 
Though haply of its honey ſpoil'd. 

But for the harmleſs art of rhyming, 
Men would be ſtill offending Hymen. 
Might ſtand accus'd (ſuch Ws uſe is) 
Of ſome foul capital abuſes. 

Fly in the face of law and reaſon, 
Guilty of hereſy or treaſon ; 

Of which in BRITAIx's annals we 
So many dire examples ſee : 

As berees on the public road, 

To eaſe cer miſers of their load, 
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To free their brethren — with a knife, 


From all the miſeries of life; 
Above their fellow-mortals be 


Highly exalted — on a tree. / 
Rhyme on then, mortals ; for in number: 
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The love of miſchicf often ſlumbers; 
The wicked thought oft melts away, 
Cool-worded in a roundelay. 


Osz1ipD and Tzairt “, harmleſ; now, 
Had broken elſe ſome plighted vow ; 


Stole from ſome too kind virgin more 

Than they again could e'er reſtore. . 
Thank then the Mufe, ye lordly brothers, 

Ye loving aunts, and tender mothers ; 


That no fair friend meets a Ciſaſter, 

Thank not the man, but poetaſter. 
Rhyme on then, mortals ; and in verſe 

Tour thoughts to climes remote diſperſe ; 


For, were they not abroad to roam, 
What miſchief might they do at home 
Had W— thus, whoſe far other laſs is, 
But woo'd the Muſe upon Parxassvs, 


A See a piece called, The Potical Duunwirate. 
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He had preſerv'd his wits and ſenſe ſtill, 
Undamn'd by H——'s mighty pencil. 
To ſhow what. lengths the human heart 
May ah! from ReQtitude depart, 
Doom'd to the ſcorpion laſh of fame, 
Nor burſt with conſciouſneſs and ſhame; 
Gov ſaid, in vengeance to his foes, 
Let 
Rhy me on then, mortals ; better rhyme, 


ariſe, and aroſe. 


Than ſuffer for ſome horrid crime. 
Better lines meet, and jingle too, 
Than muffled bells ding dang for you. 
Better to chain a few poor letters, 
Than you be clapt in iron fetters, 
Better the Muſe and you — forgot, 
Than in a dungeon you ſhould rot. 
Thus, had not C 
And timely flaſh'd away his fire; 

This ſelf-fame C—— might have been 
A robber on the highway ſeen ; 


ſpent his ire, 


A cut-throat, muffled up in gloom, 
In ſome lone corner of a room ; 
Eſcaping thus thoſe dreadful pangs 
Ile feels who by his gullet hangs. 
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Forgive him then, thrice noble B—; 


mute, 


Newgate had claim'd a C 
Thee he revil'd, elſe with his fellows a 
Satan had ſent him to the gallows. 

Thee he miſtook, but not himſelf, 
A very cunning wary elf; 

Self. preſervation is a rule 

Firſt taught us in wiſe Nature's ſchool; 

So, from the halter to be free, 

He drew his pen, and libell'd thee. 

But cenſure from hi, pen we find 


Turn'd into praiſe by all mankind. 


Forgive him then, thrice noble B 
Thou but half-prais'd, had be been mute. 


Ryme on then, mortals ; better rhyme, 
Although you reach not the ſublime, 


Than at Temptation's mercy lie, 
The verieſt wretch beneath the ſky; | 
Toſs'd to and fro, howe'er you ſtrive, | 
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As whim, caprice, or paſſion drive. | 
Such ills had happen'd C——, and O! 
The mighty author of Robo po, 


Had they not thus themſelves amus'd, 
And all their gall in rhyme effus'd. 
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Like ale in bottles they fermented, 

Fate long their burſting kind prevented ; 
But Politics too fiery grew, 

Out cork and froth abruptly flew. 
Happy this tempeſt overblown, 

Nought but the cork itſelf o'erthrown ! 
C—— mounts PEG asvus, and ſtrives 
To prove — how faſt the devil drives, 
Drives on, ſuch Satan's plan to mend all. 
Through flander, obloquy, and ſcandal. 
Groſs wit's fierce elements engage, 

A deep, dark PiTT confines their rage “, 
What devailations elſe had been 


In womens fair incloſures ſeen ! 


Alluding to a potm in two Cantos, entitled Rooms, , 
The State-Jugglers, written cn the oppoſit? fide to Cu ua cui 
who, although corporeally dend, may te faid fiiil to fur- 
vive in his works, according to the bold and expreſſive language 
of Inſpiration, though applied to a far different character, „ le. 
% dead, yet , calenb. This, with what is intimated in a 
former note, and the neceſſity the author was uncer of keeping 


dis piece unbroken and entire, agreeable to his original pl. 1, 


will, hc flatters himſelf, ſufficiently protect him from the vil. 
opyrobrium in the fable, of the aſs furring at the dd lien. 
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The Muſe, in pity to mankind, 
Strongly inſpir'd each author's mind; 
The ſimple, harmleſs boſom left, 

For theirs of gentleneſs bereft : 

And why ? her choice from goodneſs roſe, 
Of evils twain the leaſt ſhe choſe ; 
Permitted them to laſh a few, 

Who but receiv'd, perhaps, their due, 
Rather than, from reſtraints ſet looſe, 
Mankind had felt worſe than abuſe. 
Petter to ſuffer from the per, 

Than from the hands of deſp'rate men. 
Bards rarely deal in ſwords or knives, 
To wound our properties or lives. 

The poet's curſe, howe'er ſevere, 
Seldom ſinks deeper than the ear. 

True; no exception here ſhould be, 
Let the ſame cenſure light on — me. 
Thanks to the Muſe, fo little fame 
Can ſpert malicious with my name, 
That, through life's crouded path below, 
i almoſt unobſerv'd can go; 

Though ſcarce for good diſtinguiſh'd, ſtill, 
Net once remarkable for ill. 
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Though not by infinite ſo good, 

As Gop and Reaſon mean 1 ſhould ; 
Yet am I not, my conſcience clear, 
Worſe than to mankind I appear. 
Theſe, in the ſame proportion true, 
Compriſe my ſhame and glory too. 
But, Reader, leſt you ſhould declarc 
Againſt the prim Conſeſſor's chair; 
No more, ſo your chagrin ſuſpend, 
Shall the pert egotiſt oſfend. 

Yet, haply, men well-picas'd may ſee 
'Theit own apt portraitures in me. 
For look with moral exe about, 

AlPs mediocrity throughout, 

Save, where we only it ſhould ſnd, 
When kerce diſputes inflame mankind. 
When W wield; his ſell pen 


O'er a ſtrict fet of harmleſs men, 


Puffs, with proud, rag2-inflated che2!:, 
And ſtorms, to prove the ſpirit merk. 
Rhyme on then, mcrials; better rhyme; 
Than waſte in 1Clzneſs your time; 
Or, which is worſe, ſrom Diſcontent, 
Your rage and ſpite on others vent. 
E 2 
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Could ZaLATES * employ his pen, 

That moſl floth- overcome of men; 

Did not the chaſte and virtuous Muſe 

To him her vifit kind refuſe ; 

Would he be late and early found 

A conhant plague to all around? 

For had the, with auſpicicus pow'r, 

But ſmil'd upon his natal hour; 

His name for worth had been engrav'd, 

Ard, haply, all our labour ſav'd. 
Fach ſon of metre too may ſay, 

Ilimſelf a com pliment to pay, 

Je generouſly does all he can, 

To help a worthy claſs of men; 

Who elſe, in home-ſpun ruſſet clad, 

Night handle ſpades for daily bread, 

In mines peetic all ſuch hewers 

Cut amy le work out for Reviewers, 

Such tabe the ready way to ſtarve 

Themſelves, their — betters to preſerve. 

Ver mercy's ſake, ye critics, then, 

Spare, ſpare ſuch charitable men! 

O! graciouſly eur ſpirits raiſe, 

And throw «s out a little praiſe, 


® Sce the next piece but one under thas title, 
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On which car famiſh'd ſouls may live! 
Bleſſed are they that freely give! 
And Gratitude demands it too, 
You ſhould feed us for Neding you. 
Good beef and pudding we afford, 
And wines, to decorate your board ; 
Surely, you ſhould return as good, 
Fame, that light elemental food. 
Thus mutual giv'a ſhall mutual laſt 
The eleemos'nary repaſt. 
But his ſublime exiſtence gives, 
Who cats with faith, immortal lives ; 
Thoſe grant, with much inteſtine ſtrife, 
Only a temporary life. 
Doubileſs, we need then no director, 
To tell who's moſt the benefactor. 

What complicated good the Muſe 
Loves through Creation to diffuſe! 
Not ills alone would the prevent, 
To her philanthropy's extent; 
But alſo, to each rank below, 
Would bleſſings poſitire beſtow, ! 
Kings might their drawing-rooms decline, 
Lo pay their viſits to the Nine. 
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Commence for once (unſceptred) men, 
And wield in harmleſs glee their pen. 
Such only then would murder time, 
With monarchs ſure a iimple crime; 
Not ſlaughter, for a plume, or gem, 
Millions, nor feel one pang for them, 
Sprung from one common kindred clav. 
Not leſs divinely form'd than they; 
Thoagh accident, miſtake, cr guilt, 
With blood of murder'd thouſands ſpil:- 
(Ott for their puniſhment alone) 

Have plac'd ſuch monſters ow a tiurone ; 
To rule mankind with iron rod, 

And perſonate all things but- GO 
The royal ſons cf Freedom here 

Angels in human ferm appear. 
GeorGeE fils BRITANNIA's throte, to iow 
Heav'n one anointed boaſts below. 

Rhyme on then, mortals; fer by metre, 
Oar tate of life becomes the ſweeter ; 
Though to ſome lowly cottage doum'd, 
Unviited by ſatraps plum'd, 

Where courts the ſplendid ball ne'cr form, 


Far from proud grandeur and — the ſtorm. 
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Fach hour on downy pinion hence 
Brings ſome new rapture to the ſenſe. 
Objects around we can arrange 
Through one eternal joyous change; 
Within our cloſets worlds explore, 
And act all mankind o'er and o'er ; 
Extend life's poor contracted ſpan, 
Beyond the common bounds of man ; 
From ſleep's ignoble periods take, 
And more than vulgarly awake. 
Though our apology how ſtrong, 


owe er ſleep's ſtupor we prolong ; 


Since the kind Muſe, till Morning beams, 


Taſpires us with ecſtatic dreams, 
Ecſtatic dreams of — glorious things, 
Claret, ragouts, and fiddle-ſtrings ! 
«« But who is this, to merit blind, 
+ Who dares to ſatirize mankind ? 
What noble lineage can he boaſt ? 
« Has he travers'd Euroy a's coaſt ? 


« What mighty duke rang'd ſtates 2bout with, 
« To — loſe what virtue they ſet out with? 


© In what ſchool academic bred ? 
In what fam'd ſyſtem de ply read? 
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% Beneath what ſophiſt taught to think, 
« And at Pitr1an font to drink? 
« At what GamaLiEL's footſtool plac'd, 


« To learn the principles of taſte ? 
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; „% What fire Promethean nas he ſtole, 5 
© Not one bard damning, but the Whole? fi 


« What critic, at the midnight-lamp, 
„ Taught him the true ſublime to ſtamp ? 


«« Has he, to be admir'd for art, 

*« Some rhyming-zrammar got by heart? 

% Has S—, 1: tranſports flung, 

* Inform'd him how — to uſe his tongue? 

© Has P——, mechanically fir'd, 

* His thoughts poſſeis'd, and brain inſpir'd ? * 

Or, whoſe emplor to parſe is, 

Told him the ſecret to make verſes ? 

Say, what romantic child of fun 

With cobwebs would obſcure the ſun? 
Thou waſpith elf, with ſpleen o'er-run ! 

Thou Dex x15's poetic fon ! 

Wouldft thou, vile pedant, make me vain * 

Curſe, arm'd wich ſpectacles, my Brain, 

An arrow through my liver ſend ? 


Snatch quick thy flantth, and commend, 
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T hat me eſſectually would raiſe 
To Jonxsox's excellence of praiſe ; 
This would to 's bards link me, 


Or lower than a Cop Rus ſink me. 


If good the verſe, no matter though 


The author were thyſelf below. 
If bad, no character or tation 
Can reſcue it from ſwift damnation, 
Look round mankind, thou dolt, and ſee, 
What fate waits bards of high degree, 


If Genius ne'er effulg'd a ray 

Around their laurel'd heads to play. 

In what inglorious ſpot recluſe 

Now ſlumbers DoxsEr's once-fam'd muſe ? 
Gone, Invites could not either ſave, 

To moulder with him in the grave. 

But Porz ſhall in his ſtrains ſurvive, 
While taſte or ſenſe preſerv'd alive; 

Shall be — till wit allied to ation, 

The pride and glory of our nation. 

Right facile were the taſk to ſhow it, 

How falſely Roch EST ER dubb'd poet! 
Hence, though eſcutcheons grac'd his name, 
F xpir'd ſoon his poetic fame; 
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Save that ſome ſtili revere his muſe 

In that pure font of taſte, the — ſtews. 
But of Plebeian race behold, 

Selam oppreſs'd with too much gold, 
Dr. vox, the ſtandard of the age, 


While mankind dotes on VirGi1L's page. 


Though poor in pelf, by wretches ſought, 


How rich in ſentiment and thought ! 
What veins of genius glorious ſhine 
Through ev'ry maſſy ſterling line! 
What rays of wit fluſh all about! 
What flow'rs of fancy bloom throughout! 
Theſe ſhall perpetuate his name, 
The true- born ſon of claſſic fame, 
When Wirmor's is remember'd not, 
And Buck IxcHAu's himſelf forgot. 
Nor ſtrange thus various the requital 
To men without and with a title. 
Each ſon of Genius, nobly born, 
Titles corferr'd ſurveys wich ſcorn; 
In Fame's bright liſts his name inroll'd, 
With all the pomp of letter'd gold, 
Would ie affeR to mould a lord, 


In ſome poor lamber- ſwept record? 
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Refrain, thou pſeudo- critic, then, 
To ſeek an author's rank with men. 
If not in Fame's own temple plac'd, 
Vainly his pedigree is trac'd, 
Mean, with a coronet though crown'd, 
Not with the Muſe's laurel bound, 


If dull and ſpiritleſs his ſtrains, 


Though blood of princes ſwell his veins, 
Deſpis'd like Moevivs ſhall he be, 
Nor two full moons. revolving fee. 

If but a ſpark his verſe inſpires, 

Drawn living from celeſtial fires, 
Though meaneſt ſtyl'd of Adam's ſons, 
To whom obſcure his lineage runs; 

Yet ſhall the wonders of his rhyme 


Triumph o'er dulneſs, ſpleen, and time; 


Renew'd remembrance be his lot, 


When ages have ſeen thee forgot. 


Rhyme on then, mortals ; for in meaſure 


The miſer may forget his treaſure, 
Forget his gilded ſcraps of pelf, 

For once to recollect himſelf, 

For what with ruſt time interſperſos, 
('Bleſ;'d avarice !) to hoard up verſes. 
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Thus doubly gen'rous, doubly kind, 
Surpris'd would we the miſer find ; 


Happy his riches to diffuſe, 
But parſimonious with his muſe. 
Better our paſſions thus transferr'd, 
By whoſe exceſs men ſtill have err'd, 
Than, out of place alike, and time, | 
To ſwell into ſome actual crime. | 
Rhyme on then, mortals ; for the Muſe 
Can much of ſweet content infuſe, 
Though no phantaſtic gaudy plume, 
Nods in the park, or drawing-room ; 


The brow from anxious cares unbind, 
And throw a languor o'er the mind, 
Akin, while fiercer raptures cloy, 

To the mild equal touch of joy. 
While, hurried on to worſe from bad, 


The giddy world around runs mad ; 
From wave to wave of folly toſt, 


Their helm and anchor, Reaſon, loſt ; 
Sink down, abandon'd by relief, 
O'erwhelm'd in the profound of grief; 
On Senſe's ſhallows headlong run, 

By Paſſion's furious blaſt undone ; 
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Or on the rocks of Anguith daſh, 

Which black Deſpair's ſwoln ſurges laſh : 

The Muſe's ſons, with placid gale, 

Safely o'er life's rough ocean ſail. 

Ye mortals, then, through life that plod, 

Whether you eat, or drink, or —nod, 

To love or wine devote your time, 

Keep the commandments all, and—rhyme. 
Yet ſome light inconvenience flows 

From dealing in poetic — proſe, 

Some errours in our mode of thinking. 

As well alas! as in our clinking. 

For ſay, MxTroLivs, why ſo ſtupis. 

Thus ſtill to dote on Pan or Cueip ? 

To Pnokgus ſtill your ſuit direct, 

When you are certain of neglect ? 

With knee infleted bow to Ceres, 

Whoſe, than to hear, far other care is, 

That care expreſſively we call 

The care of millions — none at all ? 

You cannot gueſs how great my pain is, 

Thus ever paying court to VENUS; 

A goddeſs found, nor here, nor there, 

Unleſs, perhaps, found ev'ry where. 
Vor. II. © 
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She dropt her girdle, which, you know, 
Fell to each BRITISH fair below. 
Theſe gods and goddeſſes long ſince, 
As Yours and Ax ENSIDE evince, 
Have, like fall'n flars, no more to riſe, 
Reſign'd the ſceptre of the ſkies : 
Beings that now deſpotic reign 
But o'er the empire of your brain. 
Perhaps, you your requeſt prefer, 
And truſt me, here you cannot err, 
As devotees have often ranted, 
On purpoſe it ſnould 97 be granted. 
Nor could you ſure, in this reſpect, 
More proper godſhips e'er ſelect. 

Put not MyTH#oL1vs to be hard on, 
Such indecorums we ſhall pardon ; 
For, without Curio, Pan, and Pnorzus, 
What bard were not a downright kebes ? 
Them from the Pantheon fond they fingle, 
Among their meaſur'd lines to jingle, 
Left the belief might be imply'd, 
They ever pray'd to aught beſide, 
Fit puriſhment it ſeems moreo'er 
On theſe divinities of yore, 


we 
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Aiding poor brainleſs couplet-moulders, 
To be dragg'd in by head and ſhoulders ; 
Dragg'd in, leſt imple blame incurr'd, 
To make a dull, 'dull line abſurd ; 
In He av'n for their long uſurpation, 
To ſuffer thus deſerv'd damnation. 

But other intlances remaiu, 
And claim admittance in oar flrain, 
To prove, what ev'ry tyro knows, 
From rhyming inconvenience flows. 
One ſhall ſufice now from a number, 
Leſt we our crouded page encumber. 
And let that one our ſong conclude, 
As the tir'd critic ſays it ſhould, 
And hom ſnould bards affe t to pla. 
But critics, fond of punch and caſe * 
Critics and bards, like man and wife 
Should care fully avoid all ſteiſe. 

Some poets, anxious to be witty. 
Only aſpire to claim our pity ; ; 
For pity ſure that man deſerves, 

Who from good manners groſs!; liver; e 
And why ? a genius to commence, 
IIe gires up modeſty and ſenſe, 
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Hi: verſe requires (how juſt the ſcoff!) 
Obſcenity to ſet it off, 

To pleaſe, howe'er he might intend, 
His reader's car, he muſt offend. 

doch would ere a ſpotleſs name 

O. maniini's nakedneſs and hate ; 
On v-g5, with impure rabbich fill'e, 
A palace or a temple build, 

Iagraſted oa the brambie low, 


© xpect to find the ned' tine grow. 


lat hackrey' Muſe is ſarely jade., 


dor more by infpiration aid. d, 

Vlo, to patch vp a taiter'd ſame, 
And ſave from death a ſinking name, 
Vor ſucccut flies to thoſe poor arts 

At which offended Wirtue ſtarts; 

At wich, with ſweet becoming grace, 
F.ir Mod:ly mult eil her face, 
Getius fer other heips requires, 
G'owiny from her on innate fires ; 
Still ſailing, cn no Natiows caught, 
ler con deep ocean vaſt of thought. 
Oaks, but no ſupport rubs beſto , 


Piſfeſive ſpread, maicſtic grow, 
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No borrow'd wing the eagle needs, 

Self-pois'd to heav'n jitſelf he ſpeeds. 

The taſte of Bx1Toxs each miſtook, 

Whoe'er penn'd an indecent bool, 

Or, like a mean infeted elf, 

Thought ev'ry Baro like himſelf, 

Wretch ! with foul pencil to abuſe 

The chaſtely-ſentimental muſe ! 

To paſs, with judges too in them, 

His paltry pebble for a gem ! 

Yet, as the bee with occult pow'rs 

Sips ſweets from amareſcent flow'rs ; 

So in ſuch writers, now and then, 

Some rays of wit aſtoniſh men; 

Aſtoniſh men, who ſeldom view 

Dunghills, to meet with diamonds too. 
Forgive him, Virtue, ſpotleſs dame * 

Such write miſtakenly for fame; 

For fame's diſpens'd by ve alone, 

Or to the cottage or the throne ; 

That fame, which never can decay, 

Though brazen ſtatues melt away ; 

Though earth, while all her of;pring dies, 

Convuls'd from her ſhook centre flies; 
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And yonder orbs, that ſhine ſo briglit, 
Are whelm'd in everlaſting night. 

Shall mortals then, O Virtue, claim 
Unknown to thee, thy dowery fame ? 
'Thus ſome uſurper might drag down 

His prince enthron'd, and ſeize his crown. 


'To love, and to reſemble thee, 


Is only to immortal be. . 


Forgive them ; their indecent pen 
But recommends thee more to men; 
As ſoot, while it offends the fight, 
Sets off the ſnow's unſullied white; 
Or as the diamond's brighter made 
Mid the brown darkneſs of the ſhade. 
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Miraris, guum tu argento poſt emnia ponas, 
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Aro, condemn'd to love of gain, 
Tortures for it his little brain; 

Juſt knowing, all his pow'rs implied, 
His right hand from his leſt beſide. 
His daily unremicted care, 
Nor fame nor g'ory is to ſhare; 
But all juſt boundaries to puſs, 
Break tlie twelfth precept, and amaſs : 
No matter how, or where, or when, 
If but in lucky hour he can. 
His God, his conſcience, and his neighbour, 
Are all iavoly'd in this one labour. 
His meat, his drink, his ſleep, his all, 
You fitly may his money call. 
He thinks each Chriſtian duty paid, 


If he can but enlarge his trade; 
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His trade, by all mean ſhifts combin'd, 

To pinch, diltreſs, and cheat mankind, 

He thinks nought ſinful that's conceal'd, 

No crime forbidden till reveal'd ; 

Forgets himſelf a man, that he 

May, fiend-like, from reſtraints be free : 

A plan of action that dekes, 

At one bold flroke, both earth and ſkies ; 

A plan, far from his darling ſum, 

To damn him in the world to come. 
When ſeaſons frown upon mankind, 

Againſt us heav'n and earth combin'd ; 

When Plenty ſhuts her bounteous hand, 

And Want, dire Want, invades our land ; 

He Reps abroad, with viſage drear, 

To add freſh horrours to the year; 

Amid Deſpair's ſarrounding gloom, 


To aggravate the general doom; 
AT: the vengeance of the ies, 
Nor fall himſelf a ſacrifice. 

No; God ſpares Sa po, to fulfil 

On baſe rebeliious man his will ; 
This done, himſelf unwept ſhall fal! 
Ihe vileſt and the werſt of all, 
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No mercy's thus to SaPo ſhown, 
Daily his guilt till deeper grown : 


; And as his fins riſe in degree, 
/ His final puniſhment ſhall be, 
* What! gentle to a wretch whoſe views 


So much inſult the heav'n born Mauſ: ! 
Inſult Humanity's great law, 

Without which vainly breath we draw | 
Inſult Diſtreſs's tear-ſwoln eye! 

Inſult Misfortune's burſting figh ! 

A wretch who, with inſidious grin, 

An emblem of the fend within, 

Can baſely hatch a thouſand lies, 

If his demands may thereby riſe ; 


Feign ſcarcity, when through the plains, 
In ſmiles array'd, Abundance reigas: 

A wretch, if aught but coward vile, 
Trembling if you but ceaſe to ſmile, 


Who had purloin'd his neighbour's coat, 
F For pelf, or cut his brother's throat 
7 A wretch, who would exult to find 
Heav'n no more gracious to mankind : 
4 Snatch from Omnipotence the rod, 


And ad a tyrart, for a Cod! 
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His Piblc's firſt commands deſpiſe, 
And, back'd by hell, uoxvorolizE! 
Mercy were here to worth unkind ; 
Compaſſion, littleneſs of mind. 
When ſnakes untwiſt their deadly folds, 
Who ſtrangely pities that beholds? 
When wolves for ſlaughter lic in wait, 
Who careleſs would brood o'er his fate; 
Nor ſnatch the inſtrument of death, 
And claim the ruſfiaa's forfeit breath? 
Riſe, Satire, and to gain renown, 
Aſſume the Juvenalian frown ; 
Riſe, in majeſtic terrour riſe, 
Darting ſwift vengeance from thy eyes ; 
Let torrents daſhing dowa the rock, 
Leſs than thy furious numbers ſhock ; 
Be no ſoft ſoothing trains thy choice, 
But the ſonorovs thunder's yoic?., 
Quick let the ſerpent's venom dart, 
To reach the inly-quiv'.ing heart; 
Along each nerve-ſtring let it glow, 
And to life's laſt receſſes flow 
Better one his deſerts ſhould ſhare, 
Than thovſands fink in- deep deſaa'r : 
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Reduc'd to Hunger's lateſt throb, 
And almoſt juſtified to rob. 
If thoſe we loudly cenſure, plac'd 

On thrones, by tyrants oft diſgrac'd ; 
Who ſlaughter with unfeeling hand, 

And ſpread deſtruttion through the land; 
Allur'd by Glory's ſpecious call, 

And ſurnam'd heroes if they fall: 
How ſhould we execrate the wretch, 

Or how his horrid portrait ſketch, 
Who pleas'd can in cool blood obſerve 
His fellow-men unpitied — ſtarve! 

Sport with their hardſhips; at each ſhock 
Of dire diſtreſs, inhuman mock ! 

Riot on their heart-rending wces, 

His gold (curs'd gold !) increas'd with thoſe ! 
No gilded mite he calls his own, 

But coſt ſome guiltleſs heart a groan : 
From Grief 's half-dried-up fluices brought 
A tear, with many a pang of thought. 
That groan, howe'er enlarg'd his purſe, 
Shall prove his cverlaſting curſe ; 

That tear, juſt guſhing from the eyes, 
Againſt his crimes in judgment riſe. 
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What covert then ſhall ſcreen his head 

From heav'n's vindictive ſentence dread ? 

Vainly around imploring aid, 

V/ hat tongue of angels intercede ? 

What arm, omnipotently great, 

Snatch him ſuſpended o'er his fate ? 

Ten thouſand curſes muſt conſpire, 

To heat eternally his fire ; 

To twitch him in life's quickeſt part, 

And wreathe like adders round his heart, 
Behold ! in yonder ſtraw-thatch'd hut, 

The door as in deſpair faſt ſhut, 

Around a hearth, where fire once burn'd, 

With fix'd eyes on each other turn'd ; 

Almoſt by Mercy's ſelf forſook, 

Anguiſh deep ſtamp'd on every look; 

Two wretched parents, ah! behold, 

Pallid with want, and pinch'd with cold! 

Wretched— not for themſelves—alas ! 

Far deeper rankles their diſtreſs:— 

Around, while huſks would each revive, 

Their offspring croud, ſcarce half alive. 

One on the ground all ragged lies, 

And ſtaggers, if in act to riſe ! 
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Another gaunt, with piercing eye, 
Would, famiſh'd, ſeize ſome guardleſs fly ! 
A third in fix'd attention dumb, 

Rakes the parch'd aſhes for a crumb ! 
Others, ſcarce, ah! with thought endu'd, 
Mangle their very nails for food ! 

The melting father's forc'd to ſee 

His darling fink upon his knee ! 

That round the mother's neck's decreed 
To die in agony of need! 

Deep, grave-like filence reigns about, 
All's hopeleſs ſolitude throughout; 

Save where, on broken rafter ſet, 

Each little prattler's wonted pet, 

Waiting his ſcanty pittance long, 

The robin chaunts bis doleful ſong. 

What heart, that e er compunction felt, 
Would not o'er ſuch diſtreſſes melt? 
What but a monſter's cas'd in ſteel, 

And form'd incapable to feel ? 

Shall we to ſavage-wilds repair, 

To find this human monſter there ? 

On ſome inhoſpitable ſhore, 

With tygers, wolves, and bears, explore? 

Vor. II. G 
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No; in BAITANNTA“s native ſtreets, 
One daily ſuch a monſter meets. 

Haſte, reader, his dread haunts eſcape, 
A vulture for his prey agape. 

And Oh! the ſervile taſk excuſe, 

So foul a picture to peruſe, 

The pen how deſpicably mean, 

To touch a ſubjeR ſo unclean! 

That had contended for the bays 

In ſome immortal hero's praiſe ; 

Such heroes as BRITANNIA boaſts, 
The grace and bulwark of her coaſts * ! 
How could the numbers condeſcend 
With ſuch a pigmy to contend ! 

How proſtitute their ſacred rage, 

A worm on dunghills to engage! 

Yet, for amends, we next ſhall add 

A character not quite ſo bad; 

So, gentle reader, pray compoſe 

Your ruffled brow, and ftr3ght your noſe, 


# Wriiten in the year 1762. 
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Bard, whoſe laurel never dies, 
To women charaRters denies. 
But, with more juſtice from bis pen, 
He might have hence degraded men ; 
Or chang'd his note, with cadence ſad; 
Better no characters, than bad. 
On ZALATEs the ſatire falls, 
Him fame here an example calls. 
Þ Phantaſtic humour, oddneſs, whim, 
Are our juſt character of him. 
Bleſs'd with a fond and virtuous wife, 
That firſt-rate happineſs of life 
Eſteem' d for prudence, and for ſenſe, 


Her love of Virtue no pretence ; 
G 2 
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In authors juſt diſcreetly read, 
Agreeable, polite, well-bred ; * 
Whom none behold without reſpeR, 
And but a blockhead could negleR : 
With this fair, kind companion blelt, 
He's taſteleſs 
Yet, ſighted thus his own, he frives 
To dote on other people's wives. 


Reader, gueſs the reſt. 


So hugely fond would he appear, 

He ſcarce can bear a rival near. 

His goddeſs by the hand to take, 
Would all his jealouſy awake; 

Ruffle his righteous ſpirit more, 

Than if his — became a —— 

The very huſband ſcarce can ſmile, 

If he but preſent is the while, 

Nor need uxorious pride take fire, 

Poor ZALATEs has no defire. 

He ſcarce his tremblings can command, 
Only to touch the fair- one's hand. 

But thus he well preſerves his name, 
From ſheepiſh fear, and coward ſhame. 
The blood would his plump cheeks forſake, 
Were he a balmy kiſs to take ; 
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Zut here, not Virtue influences, 

Nor modeſty, his torpid ſenſes. 

Some men are good, for reaſon ſad, 
They have not courage to be bad; 

The will inclines, but in its part, 

From downright inſtinR, fails the heart. 
Hence, ZaLaTEs can boaſt no merit, 
But mere want of addreſs and ſpirit. 

What happineſs, to all around, 

In our proud SULTan's favour found! 

Thus pleaſing but himſelf, he ſhows, 
The charming art to pleaſe he knows. 

While he but gratifies 5% /er/ers, 

Joy in proportion he diſpenſes ; 

As, fed by juices from the ground, 

Oaks ſpread a kind protection round; 
For he, bleſs'd with his darling fair, 

His conſtant wzuxerivus care ; 

Oft from pure gratitude, as due, 

Their d:/tant mates obliges too. 

You aſk if theſe ſultanas are 
Charming ſurpaſſingly and fair, 
Somewhat to juſtify his taſte, 

And fondneſs, ſo abſuruly plac'd ! 
G 3 
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No; but inefably outſhone 
By her whom wedlock makes his own ; 
Outſhone in manners, ſenſe, and wit, 
Don Qu1ixoTe-like were he not ſmit. 
But only novelties are rated, 
CLara's long fince domeſticated. 

But let not CLARA take amiſs 
So whimfical a ſcene as this. 
Beneath her own auſpicious roof 
(How can the Muſe refrain reproof ?) 
Others, though CLARA never err'd, 
To her romanticly preferr'd, 
Thus ſhe eſcapes much awkward love, 
'That would almoſt one's ſtomach move. 
Herſelf in peace and calm enjoys, 
And, as ſhe likes, her time employs. 
At all if anxious, hence the ſmart, 
Left from her mate his whims depart ; 
When too, with all their vapours on, 
Her doug hty rivals would be gone. 
Ah! what a ſtorm would then break out, 


And burſt in thunder all about ? 


Oath:+. curſes, and I know not what 
Of little, dirty, peeviſh chat; 
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Though with much modeſty we rate, 
Enough to outnoiſe Billingſgate. 

In elbow-chair ſet ſulky down, 

How would he low'r, and gloom, and frown ! 
Pout out his lips in ſullen mood, 

Or bite his nails, or ſpurn his food ! 

His voice in perfect fury raiſe, 

Finding groſs fault where he ſhould praiſe ! 
This ſervant call, and roundly ſcold, 
Neglecting — what he ne'er was told! 
Another and another ſtill, 

That he may rant and rave his fill; 

Till he has luculently prov'd, 

He neither dreaded is, nor lov'd ! 

How does our mighty 'ſquire appear, 
With twice three thoufand pounds a-year ? 
As void of manners, taſte, and ſenſe, 

As who but count as many pence. 

What value, then, has Fortune's favours, 
Unbought by Virtue's fond endeavours ? 
Yes; Gov choſe ZaLaTEs, to ſhow 
How he deſpiſes wealth below. 

See yonder heav'n - protected ſaint ! 

He ſcorns to utter one complaint, 


do r 


Although (bluſh ! bluſh! ye ſcarlet-clad) 


He boaſts no more than daily bread. 
And why ? our faint muſt ſhortly riſe, 
To live an angel in the ſkies, 

Gold would pollute him, and debaſe, 
As ſpots obſcure the diamond's blaze. 
Oft Fortune makes (fine rarce-ſhow !). 
A fool more eminently ſo. 

A ſimple fellow, at the ſpade, 

Paſſes, as ſuited to his trade ; 

But coach'd, and polling to the city, 
Could you behold him without pity ? 
Did ZarArEs but drive a plough, 
Much might he be re ſpected now; 
His manners and behaviour paſs 
Full- well with many a cottier- laſs: 
But plac'd beneath a lofty ro. f, 
While worthy men muſt ſtand aloof ; 
Set at his table's ample ſide, 

In haughty flate and formal pride; 


Or lolling in his warm machine, 


Loaded with heet-ſtakes, bile, and ſpleen ; 
Who can behold him, damn'd by lation, 


Without diiguſt and indignation ? 
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Say not, with half offended air, 
The pointed ſatire's too ſevere. 


The piRure's juſtly ſketch'd, you own, 


Yet blame fo little mercy ſhown, 
Mercy, or out of mode, or time, 
Becomes, in Virtue's eye, a crime, 
Improper objects too to chuſe, 

Is Juſtice groſsly to abuſe. 

Mercy, to all the ſpecies, calls, 
When Juſtice on delinquents falls, 
The colours might be deeper ſtil}, 
Did Candour not reftrain the quill. 
Only the outlines have we drawn, 
Then kindly interpos'd the lawn; 
Yet till preferv'd the likeneſs ſo, 
'That he his (better) ſelf may know. 
Mankind, if they attentive be, 
May likewiſe ſome reſemblance ſee. 
Hence, haply, the fatiric page 
May read a lectore to the age; 

In one (whom vainly you explore) 
Aptly epitomize a ſcore 

For ZALATES not ſingle Lands, 
Though fingly him the ſatire brands. 
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Oft his caprices we may call, 
The whims and oddities of all. 

Yet him for theſe we might o'erlook, 
Not by good. nature too forſook. 
Good- nature many failings hides, 
In that ſoft breaſt where it reſides; 
Put ſure for him one pity feels, 
Whoſe littleneſs not this conceals, 
The whole employment of his life, 
Checker'd abundaatly with ſtrife, 
Is the ſublime taſk — nct of thinking, 
But eating (like his herds) and drinking, 
Saunt'ring among his oaks and elms, 
While kindred gloom his foul o'erwhelms ; 
Gazing whole forenoons on the brook, 
With idiot emptineſs of look ; 
Eeaſling his eye, his ſmell, his taſte, 
Amid his ſpacious orchar !s plac'd ; 
Yet hence alone his pleaſures ſtrike, 
That ſcarce one neighbour boaſts the like : 
His neighbour's policy commend, 
His fields enlarge, his groves extend; 
Increaſe his rents, augment his dues, 


Him (Rarge !) inſultingly you uſe ; 
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His taſte, ſuperiour taſte, aſſert, 
You thruſt a dagger to his heart. 
Behold him next at open'd ſaſh, 
To hear the noiſy caſcade daſh ; 
To ſee what bounteous Nature yields, 
Through his extenſive lawns and fields; 
But with no ſentiment that ſhows, 
A ſoul firuck with what ſhe beſtows ; 
But ſtruck (no mends his virtues make) 
That one day he muſt all forſake ; 
Die, like his meaneſt vaſſal, die, 
And cloſe eternally his eye; 
While no ſad heirs in ſorrow weep, 
But jubilees unceaſing keep. 
So little man in him we trace, 
He ſcarce can lock you in the face; 
So much with boyiſh ſhame confug'd, 
To manly cares fo little us'd. 
And whence that dark reſerve of look ? 
(How oft for modeſty miſtook !) 
From ſome bad cor ſciouſneſs within, 
That would in at amount to fin; 
Some ſtrange ambig uous caſt of thought, 


"That nothing fears but to be caught; 


Dreading leſt in his features we 
His naked heart detected ſee. 

Silent becauſe he's forc'd to be, 
From downright pure — inanity ; 
Whoe'er the in of /peech commits, 
He pouts, he frowns, he coughs, he ſpits ; 
Or elſe exclaims, to vent his ſpleen, 
G—'s curſe ! what do the babblers mean? 
To laugh, though it you fitly time, 
With him is to commit a crime. 
And why ? becauſe the dolt can ſee, 
He has no merit in the glee, 
His ſtoiciſm's here all ſpite, 
He ne'er could yet a laugh excite ; 
Unleſs at ridicule's arch call, 
The jeſt aim'd at himſelf by all. 
He lives, which many years have prov'd, 
Scarce once reſpected, or belov d; 
And, when his latter end draws nigh, 
Shall as ſure unlamented die. 

If theſe, a large but true account, 
With men to character amount, 
Then charaQ”ris'd our hero call, 
Although he muſt be damn'd with all; 
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Damn'd by the candid, good, and wiſe, 
Till the laſt ſpark of virtue dies. 
Let mankind then aſtoniſh'd be, 
Nor fabulous the centaur ſee. 
The keeneſt pen him mildly uſes, 
Who groſsly all mankind abuſes ; 
Who the foul trump of Slander fills, 
Deſpiſes the command, and kills. 
And why flows ſcandal from his tongue, 
By baneful aſps and vipers ſtung ? 
Why from the dunghill of his lips, 
Whence Malice her black poiſon ſips, 
Iſſues Detraction's venom'd rage: 
Hence, he's the vileſt of the age; 
For meanneſs unexampled lives, 
And merits that abuſe he gives; 
Would thus, wrapt up in thin diſguit, 
Divert the world's obſerving eyes. 
Curs'd he, who vile himſelf and low, 
Would have his feliow-mortals fo ! 
Silver'd with years the hoary head, 
And no ar the frontiers of the dead; 
Who once th. thought can entertain, 
An age to have conſum'd in vain ? 
Vor. II. H 
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Caſt into life (while angel; weep) 
Moſt gloriouſly to—eat and ſleep ; 
Then drop, with carcaſe amply fed, 
Among the reptile- mangled dead ! 
Scarce ſpoke one ſentence, to reflect 
On his ſurviving name reſpeR! 
| Scarce done one action to engage 
| The love of an applauding age ! 
But in oblivion dread to fall, 
| Like the dumb tenants of the ſtall ! 
Without ſome ſacred fund of bliſs, 
| For other worlds juſt leaving this ; 
Soracthing, to give the ſoul content, 
| Reſulting from a life well-ſpent; 


How leſs than nothing in our view | 


| Riches appear, and honours too ? 
| What then can ſweeten fate's dread cup, 


| Or keep the ſinking ſpirits up ? 
| When Virtue's abſcot, what can ſave 
| From the black horrours of the grave? 
4 Sunk in the darkneſs deep of guilt, 
Hope on no ſure foundation built ; 
No friends can his afflictions ſoothe, | 


Or Death's rough, thorny tramit ſmoothe : 
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Leſt to the torture of his mind, 

They ſhrink unfeeling all behind! 

Of manhood, peace, and joy forſook, 
With terrour piQur'd in his look, 

All doubt, diſtraction, gloom, deſpair, 
He finks down, down, he knows not were! 
Let ZaLATEs then, cre too late, 

Think on this criſis of his fate. 

This will the Muſc's fee diſcharge, 

For thus deſcribing him at large. 

To all too let the hint extend, 

Our frailty, and our latter end; 

Of higher import to the wiſe, 
Than NEWrex's theory of the ſcies; 
Beyond, not all ambition gone, | 
Euroya's diadems in one. 

O Thou! who fitt' above the clouds, 
„From mortal eye whom darkneſs ſhroud*s, 
„ Yet, to the ſeraph's dazzled fight, 

« Array'd in myelty of light! 
% Thou greateſt, firſt, and lalt, and beſt ! 
O grant me, gracious, my requeſt ! 
If one, great Goo! ſo mean as I, 
Dare thy eternal throne draw nigh) 
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« Not to be rich, ſee! Lazarus dies, 

«« Borne by the patriarch to the ſkies ; 

% Not great, for Jesus, it is read, 

Had not whereon to lay his head! 

% But, praiſing Thee my lateſt breath, 

* To dic the humble Chriſtian's death. 

« And oh! thy inſpiration give, 

That I his life may previous live.“ 
Reader, ſmile not, of all degrees, 

To ſee a poet on his knees; 

But rather go well-pleas'd away, 

A bard, un-brethren-like, can pray. 

And Oh! the Muſe's counſel take, 

As you have happineſs at flake; } 

Would you be lov'd and honour'd too, 

And pleaſe yourſelf upon review ? 

AC. from a downright honeſt heart, 

Ard ever corn the dubious part. 

Let Nature prompt your actions flill, 

Direct your choice, inform your will; 

Nature we mean, all doubts apart, 

Oppos'd to little cunning art. 

Be ſlill yourſelf, nor e' er affect 

To ape rank, perſon, mode, or ſect. 
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Ourſelves might oft eſcape the pen, 

Were we not apes of other men. 
Did ZaLaTEs rate this advice, 

By Candour fram'd, at its juſt price ; 

Were he but happily endu'd 

With the great thirſt of doing good ; 

Virtue herſelf might condeſcend 

To prize his gold, and ſtyle him friend. 

For what is wealth heap'd on a au, 

To whom by Nature nothing's due? 

The means externally deſign'd 

For the joint welfare of mankind. 

Hence Indigence in human guiſe, 

Men poor, though deſtin'd for the ſkies. 

Wh. numbers beg their daily bread, 

In tatters cluth'd, by morſels fed; 

| That thoſe, waoſe coffers overflow, 
T heir prompt munificence may ſhow ; 
And thus, while Pity's hands extend, 


In Merit's glorious ſcale aſcend ! 


Bi Heav'n the wealthy are decreed, 
The poo: with | beral hand to feed; 
To clothe the n.kcd, and relieve 


The heart-felt pangs of choſe that grieve. 
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The poor, the naked, and diſtreſt, 
Not without gratitude are bleſt ; 
To Heav'n their warm petitions riſe, 
And hence the rich obtain the ſkies, 
Thus, mutual friends to one another, 
A clown may ſtyle a king his brother, 


All men from one firſt parent came, 
Howe'er disjoin'd by rank, or name. 
All on a level, as firſt made, 

By eye omuniſcient are ſurvey'd. 

And who can wiſdom here impeach ? 
Like mortal and immorta: each. 
Riches then no diſtinction make, 
Whate'er bold freedoms rich men take; 
Unleis, ſtill to augment our charge, 
Our ſpheres of action to enlarge. 

If nobly faithful to our truſt, 

(As all ro oe acquitted muſt) 

Our debtors then become mankind, 
And we in Hcav'n ſhall credit find. 
The rich man (but how few practiſe !) 
Is but a factor for the ſkies ; 
Accountable, when fates unfold, 
Even for his ſmalleſt mite of gold, 
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How then ſhall ZataTzs appear ? 

How pay to Heav'n his vaſt arrear ? 

That wealth he fondly calls his own, 

Is but aſſign'd him as a loan, 

Which, on ſome great important day, 

He muſt with all its intereſt pay. 

But if inſolvent found, what plea 

Can ſet the judg'd delinquent free ? 

His pride men cruelly may feed, 

But angels call him poor indeed. 
Thus has the pencil been employ'd, 

(Much with the taſk its maſter cloy'd) 

To draw that portrait, which requir'd 

A genius like a Swirr's inſpir'd. 

O! did it occupy ſome place, 

A Pharos to the human race, 

Some ſtation between earth and ſky, 

To ſtrike the univerſal eye 

Yet had undrawn the picture been, 

A novelty had paſs'd unſeen ; 

Had Satire's voice been ſilent, when 

This great original of men 

juſtly provok'd her honeſt rage, 

And offer'd laurels to the page ; 
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The ſtones themſelves bad ſilence broke, 

And, to mankind's am<zement, ſpoke. 
Yet, though gall in abundance flows, 

No groſs abuſe the verſe beſtows. 

Though keen its fl ght the arrow wings, 

No poiſon it from malice brings. 

Had the Hor aTian quill been mine, 

Or, Youxc, thou BRITISH FLaccus, thine! 

Not Zephyr-like, through oſiers wreath'd, 

My ftrains had innocently breath'd, 

But loud and terrible, awoke, 

And with the voice of thunder ſpoke ; 

Sublime on cagle's pinien roſe, 

Above the grov'ling flights of proſe, 
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A FRAG M E NT. 


ADDRESSED To 
JamMEs STEVENSON, Esq; 


Hoe fonte derivata clades 
In patriam populumgue fluxit. Hor. 


OT to the flowery margin of a ftream, 
Where gentle murmurs ſoothe the anxious 
thought ; 
Not to the broider'd vale, the upland glade, 
Cool grotto, wide-ſtretch'd lawn, or riſing hill, 
The Muſe invites; nor philoſophic gloom, 


Where Contemplation holds her penſive court, 
And Philomel her tender throat attunes 
To Love's ſoft languiſhments : far other ſcenes, 
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Far other objects, would engage thy eye, 
That cye which will a Eretber's faults o'erlook, 
And (py a beauty where the world ſees none : 
While ©thers ſing of Virtue's godlike charms, 
Ard feel her raptures, while their numbers flow 
H-rmonious in her praiſe ; mine be the taſk, 
Leſs-lov'd, to draw her oppoſite, and thine, 
O did the powers of Axens1De inſpire 
My humble pen! his fancy, feeling, taſte, 
And energy af mought; his minly flow 
Of eſoqueuce; his judgment ſtrong, as clear, 
Profound, as Hora, and as profound, correct! 
What emzeron on earth can boaſt a ſway 
So awple, fo uncircumicrib'd, às Vice? 
Wha: king ſo many ſubjects round his throne, 
Or pioftc ate flaves devoted to his nod? 
Few putentates can boaſt their ſtate ſecure 
From rebels and trom traitors, boldly bent 
On iucce ſs to their projets, or a grave; 
Dread fal alternative! but ſhe, by all 
Her votarics ſo faithfully obey'd, 
Scarce knows an enemy, but domineers, 
With lordly rule, and inſolence uncheck'd, 
Bath o'er her ſubjects properties and lives. 


— 


[ 
' 


Tae TRIUMPII or VICE. gz 


O Vice, how formidable is thy poser, 
How num'rous, how diverſie d thy train! 
Sloth, wich her hair, in dirty uncomb'd lengths, 
Loib'riag upon her ſhoullers, firetching oat 
Hes lazy limbs, with many a gape and yawn, 
To puſh the ſluggiſm current through her veins, 
Luſt with her wanton Icer, and glance obicene, 
Her lurid cheek, dim eye, and ftid breith, 
V'er-run with biles impure, an! Hul Ciueate, 
M nauica to herſelf, Swola Glattony, 
With pamper'd viſage, and fo.l ſcarier ncſe. 
And bloa:ed ſxin ; ſcarce able to ſapport 
Ilis beaſtly load of fat, gorg'd to the thro: 

Vith luſticus meats ; cadaveroas the ſmell 
That from his fangous lungs, through putrid ro 
Ot cruſted teeth, fireams ſuſcocating; fornn 
His uell- fed carciſe to tegale the wer, I 
The hungry, thankleſs worm. Set by the bon! 
II; toon companion, Drunkenncſs; with voice 
Vociferous, and eye that wildly reel. 
In its broad focket, index to his thoughts“ 
While herrid oaths and blaſphen. ies burſt fury! 
From falt'ring lips, and paialy tie tong . 


E ul, ſavage, in thy nigit;y arge for . 
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1.02] bellowiag to the rock's unconſcious dells, 

Thy reaſon man's prerogative no more. 
Nor theſe alone thy minions, that attend 

Around thee, caught by thy alluring glance, 

And faſcinated by thy fmile : behold ! 

What ſervile crouds officiouſly demand 

Ad mittance in our ſong, proud to be rank'd 

With thee, and all the vileſt of mankind. 

Baſe cowardice, that boldly turns his face 

On cvery thing but danger, never acts 

With honeſty, but when ke runs away. 

Corruption, with her baſe and impious bribe 

Extended in her hand, to buy men of 

From conſcience, duty, loyalty; to ſear 

The heart againſt humanity's ſoft pang, 

The liberal hope, and patriotic wiſh, 

The foe of Virtue, Freedom's mortal foc. 

Envy, with eye aſkance, diſtorted look, 


Ard pining heart; ſerpents curd hiſſing round 
Her ſqualid locks, Hypocriſy ſmooth tongu'd, 


With lamb like features, and with dove-like eyes; 


Although within a tyger. Mean Deceit, 
Malice, Revenge, and Jealouſy ;: Remorſe, 


Lach'd with a thouſand ſcorpions, at his breaſt 
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A thouſand vultures gnawing ; wild Deſpair, 

On whoſe dark brow the gloom of midnight lours ; 
With garments torn, and countenance deep mark'd 
With horrour ; fixing his determin'd eye 

On the drawn dagger, cord, or poiſon'd cup. 
Diſeaſe, with wan, emaciated cheek, 

Glaz'd, hollow eyes, and flatten'd temples, ſhruak 
And dwindled to a ſhatow ; gaſping hard 

For breath, toſs'd in deliriums, or o'erwhelm'd 

In apopleRtic lethargy : hard by 

Silent his tread, inviſible, pale Death, 

Frowning on Time, his ling'ring ſands unſpent. 
O Vice! how formida-le is thy pow'r ! 

How num'rous, how diverſified thy train ! 

How glorious once was Nature ! how auguſt 
Her works! how exquiſite her charms, admir'd 
By angels and by gods! ere Pain, and Shame, 
And Death, admoniſh'd mankind of thy birth! 
Then Innocence, in ſnow-white mantle clad, 
From Heav'n to Earth a ſmiling cherub ſent, 
Attended by her genile handmaids, Love, 
Truth, Friendſhip, Candour, Equity, Joy, Peace, 
Health, with her ſparkling eye, her balmy breath, 
And Beauty blooming with immortal youth, 
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Took up her reſidence with humankind, 
Nor wiſh'd an habitation better form'd 
To her peculiar taſte, well-pleas'd below 
To find that Paradiſe ſhe left above: 
But when the ſun, from his celeſtial height, 
Saw thee approach the frontiers of our world, 
Hid in deluſive form, and uſher'd in 
By Lucires, fall'n ſpinit ! hell itielf 
Freed of its worſt inhabitant ; behold ! 
Then Innocence, in ſnow-white clad, 
From Heav'n to Earth a ſmiling cherub ſent, 
Attended by her gentle handmaids, Love, 
Truth, Friendſhip, Candour, Equity, Joy, Peace, 
Health with her ſparkling eye, her balmy breath, 
And Beauty blooming with immortal youth; 
Bade Earth and its inhabitants adieu, 
Happy, abandon'd and deſpis'd, above 
To gain that Paradiſe ſhe loſt below. 

Behold her, now, array'd in ſweeping robes 
Of garter'd ſtateſman, inſolent and vain, 
With air contemptuous, and with head aloft, 
Solemn and grave, affectedly ſerene, 
As if — not a black villain at the heart, 
With deep reſearch of thought, ſublime reſolve, 
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With Pirr's head furniſh'd, but without his heart, 


How he the noble, gen'roas ſcheme conceives, 
The patriotic ſcheme of — growing rich: 

What tho? the foe ſhould triumph o'er our fleets, 
And ViRory deſert our daſtard arms, 

No gallant arm to interpoſe reli.f ? 

Unmov'd he ſtands, like the ſtorm- beaten rock, 
Enjoys our doom, or riſes on our fall, 

Thus, with ſmall things the greateſt to compare, 
When rolling flames ſome wealthy roof aſſail, 
The ſons of plunder, exquiſitely baſe, 

Calm, unconcern'd, through ſuffocating fires, 
Split rafters, half-burn'd beams, and finking floors, 
Slide, as through chaos hell's arch fiend, to ſpread 
The ſheeted conflagration, and to STzar. 

The gameſter, next, creeps forth at her command, 
Till he his fellow mcets, ſome brainleſs wight, 
Unbleſs'd at home, unbleſs'd within himſelf, 
Whom Heav'n has curs'd with riches, Lo! they 
Robbers of others purſes, though forſooth, [ meet, 
Well bred, polite, and courteous, In his hand, 
H1s hand more learn'd and knowing than his head, 
Each, with the matchleſs wiſdom of a Horr e, 
Deals the myſterious pack; or on the board, 
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With ceaſeleſs rattle, and with artful twirl, 

Throws the twin ſpotted dice, on ev'ry caft 

Depending — ſons and daughters, friends and wives, 
But ſee the duelliſt, whoſe poltroon heart 

Would quake with terrour, his unmanly knees 

Together (mite, his hair land all on end 

With fear, his blood creep freezing thro” his veins, 

Vere he to face the cannon's mouth, or walk 

Left by his friend abruptly, in the dark ; 

dee him (a murderer his fitter name) 

Impell'd by ſomething foreign to himſelf, 

Hight man of honour, ſeal the fatal card, 

That, haply, ſends his ſoul (O glorious deed !) 

Ilis trembling ſoul, to hell before its time. 

Tlim Vice ſlill keeps induſtrious in her pay, 

Leſt her immortal intereſts might decline; 

Leſt real Honour might uſurp her right, 

And nobleſt friendſliips influence mankind : 

Left tue aflite1 parent nc'er ſhould weep 

TTer ſon, her hope, her joy, untimely ſlain ; 

Children their fire ſnatch'd from each claſping arm; 

A wife her huſband torn from her embrace, 

By violence and death; thus to provoke 


All hell to rage, on miſchief ever bent. 
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Bat now remark her in far other dreſs, 
In the mean peaſant's tatter'd garments clad, 
Who ſcarcely by laborious toil acquires 
What keeps together ſoul and body, hides 
His ſhiv'ring limbs from the cold wintry blaſt. 


But though thus wretched in exteriour form, 


Not ſo in thought; ambition ſwell; his breaſt, 


To imitate the follies of the great, 
A perfect clown beſide, as inſtanc'd here, 
Still ſomething worſe. Amid the ruttic ring. 
He ſtruts, talks big, ard ſwaggers, aims his ſcoſt, 
And witty leer, at that old-faſhioa'd thing 
The Bible call'd, ſwears with cutrageous air, 
Gets himſelf drunk, and whores, like any lord. 

The Miſer too her livery aſſumes, 
His little heart contracted to a point, 
A callous point, to every thing but gold, 
The god whom he adores. Worn to the bone 
With miſery and want, be ſtands confeſs'd 
A breathing type of death, Vet Death anon 
Will not his likeneſs ſpare, but ſnatch his ſcul 
To — not to Paradiſe, for ah! he leaves 
His Paradiſe behind; to — not to hell, 
Vor aZual hell were needleſs, when alone 
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Abſence from his beloved gold, were hell, 

Heated to all the ſcorching rage of flame — 
Nor ſhall his brother, his congenial half, 

(Detefte.l couple) hight Monopoliſt, 

Unnoted paſs. So might a fiend eſcape, 

Sent from Perdition's dungeon, to defraud, 

To torture, to diſtreſs the ſons of men. 

Worſe than the hurricane that ſpreads around 

Ruin and devaſtation; than the plague 

That ſweeps away whole multitudes, and leaves 

Cities and provinces one horrid blank; 

Worſe than the earthquake that expands its jaws, 

And ſwallows millions at one mighty gape ; 

Worſe than the gorg'd voleano, that oferwheims 

Whole diſtricts in its ſeas of liquid fire; 

Abroad he moves with more than devil's glee, 

To deepen human woes, to heighten grief, 

Already unſuppartable, and add 

Anguiſh to pain, and to dire want deſpair ! 

Theſe dreadful judgments incident to man, 

(Man buffeted by elements, expos'd 

To all EariW's dire convulſions) ne'er imply 

Wiil or intention: his grand ſcheme of life, 

His ſeitled purpoſe, is, to $Tax vs mankind, 
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Rumour! whence comes ſhe, with impatient ſtep, 
And attitude of haſte ? breathleſs ſhe comes, 
Meaning impreſs'd on each important look. 
Thus runs the purport of her realy tale, 
Vice oft aſſumes the ſacerdotal robe, 

% And ſtruts beneath the mitre and the veſt.” 

What! clergymen plead guilty to the charge! 
Forbid it, Heaven ! blaſt, celeſtial Truth ! 
The bold aſſertion, if diſown'd by thee ! 
Shall Virtue's miniſters, the ſacred prieſts 
At chaſte Religion's altar, men employ'd 
In ſaving ſouls, the heralds of the ſkies, 
Ambaſſadours of Heav'n ; ſhall ſuch forget 
Their characters, their office, to attend 
The palaces and levees of the great, 

To catch a paltry nod, or empty ſmile ; 
Who ſhould exhauſt the pathos of diſcourſe, 
To leſſen them in our eſteem, and teach 

A mind ſuperiour to the pomp of kings? 
Shall men of God, with proſtituted knee, 
Worſhip at Honour's tinſel ſhrine ? pay court 
To Fortune, baſking on the topmoſt paint 

Of ſun-gilt pinnacle, ſtill turning round, 

As flows the fickle current of the air ? 
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Shall preachers of humility aſſume 

The turgid look, or ſupercilious air? 

Shall meſſengers of peace, of love, embroil, 
And plunge themſelves in faction? enter ſiet ce 
The hack ney'd liſt of libellers ? increaſe 

The public ſpleen? with random cenſure blaſt 
The beſt and faireſt characters? foment 

The rage of civil difcord ? fan the fire 

Of argument and diſputation ? all, 

To ſtare a dinner at a patron's board: 
Their flocks meantime, no guardian ſhepherd nigh, 
Left and abandon'd to the rude attack 

Of Vice and Errour ; fatal, as night-wolves, 
Or tygers, to the fold, Such better far, 

Had ſerv'd their king and country in the field, 
With hat cockaded, and with knotted ſword, 
A carnal weapon fit for carnal men; 

Trench'd in the quirks and ſubtilties of law, 
Wielded their wordy thunder at the bar; 

Or with the ribau'd cane, and full-ſpread wig, 
Preſcnib'd the lancet, julep, or tte pill: 

Such better had been ſons of Traffic, bred 
Le.rn'oly to count and diſcount at the deſk ; 
Mechanics, fiiClers, players; taught, in fine, 
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To handle ſpades, tend flocks, or hold the plough ; 
Than thus our pulpits wretchedly ſupply'd 

With men, whoſe well-bred faſhionable lips 

Not, for the world, would purpoſely accent 


That moncſyllable of terrour — hell, 
Uncouth, as obſolete; afraid to meet 
The frown that threatens fr m a grandee's brow, 
Nothing more impotent — except his ſmile. 
Yet, ſome there are, who in a ſtorm of words, 
A cuſhion aided eloquence, exhauſt 
Their own firzin'd lungs, and overwhelm the ear 
With mere noiſe, and unſentimental founds ; 
Vociferating, with the thunder's voice, 
Hell and damnation, all their genius ſpent 
In theſe tremendous accents, fuiled in, 
Without grace, meaning, or propriety ; 
Nor with ſucceſs ; for ſuch command the eye, 
Alarm the ear, but never reach the heart. 
Ah! how unlike the theclogues of old 
Our modern parſons ! ſtrikingly unlike, 
In manners and addreſs! but rarely ſeen 
That plain ſimplicity of garb, of life 
That unaffected innocence; that calm, 
That humble, meek deportment, which ſo well 
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Become cur teachers, and examples too! 
How many, ah! abſurdly think their taſk 
verform'd, their duty done, but to expound 
A ſolttary text one day in ſeven ; 
The reſt devoted to the endleſs round 
Of ſaunt'ring and amuſement, ſordid cares, 
Parſuits aad ſtludics, foreign to the gown ! 
Such may do all mere human laws exact, 
Jo earn a yearly flipend ; ſuch may paſs 
With well-bred patrcns, or a noble Lerd, 
All whoſe religion, in the aggregate, 
Is lolling on a cuſhion once a-week, 
To hear a pray'r ronzunc' , or ſermon att : 
But Reaſon thinks her dignity concern'd 
In not abſolving ſuch ; while Conſcience joins 
Reaſon in all her ſcruples; and what both, 
Aceording in their ſentence, right announce, 
Heav'a ſurely muſt in equity aftirm. 

Ah! how unlike the thiologues of old 
Our modern parſons! ſtrikingly unlike ! 
Save in ſome wretched corner of the land, 
Where, from hard, blunt neceſſity, not choice, 
In thread-bare ſuit attir'd, unleſs perchance, 
Half aaked, as half-Rarv'd, ſome fimple wight. 


TuT TRIUMPH or VICE. 107 


A curate call'd, is fain to vend his pot 
Of nappy ale, or glaſs of apple-juice, 
As if the labourer not worth his hire; 
Or, lower ſtill, to enter the foul ſty, 
With bands and caſſock thrown aſide, to feed 
His briſtly hoglings, grunting for their ara. 
Yet better ſcatt'ring acorns here, than pearls 
Deſpis'd, elſewhere, before far other ſwine. 

Thus the poor tatter'd curate ſpends his days, 
Unenvied, yet, perhaps, eſteem'd and loy'd ; 
Toiling in Heav'n's own vineyard, yet no drop 
Of the choice vintage to inſpire his heart 
With gladneſs ; nor needs our NATHñANAEL ſuch 
Prelatic, royal comfort, to ſupport him, 
His conduct blameleſs, as his manners chaſte, 
His mind contented, and his conſcience clear; 
His Maker's wages hee, as that mere man's, 
Thus lives our humble curate, far from itrife, 
dave the illuſtrious ſtrife of doing good; 
Far from his mitred 4&rethbren, as remote 
Haply, from him, ia ſenſe and virtue, they, 
Clearneſs of head, and probity of heart. 

But what fine object now attracts the Muſe, 
Struck with luperiout zwe? beautcous as Morn, 
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When ſhe the portal, of the eaſt expands, 
With roſy finger ; all divine her form, 
In preſence like a queen, ſhe moves along 
Lovely in ev'ry ſtep, and looking round 
Pleaſure ineffable ; her mien, her air, 
Grace, caſe, and majeſty ; her ſoſten'd eye 
Bright with the ſparkle of a midnight ſtar. 
Each lineament Complacence marks ſerene, 
Candour, and Sweetneſs. On her charming neck, 
Her ſhaded neck, ſoſt as the downy peach, 
The virgin ſuow, with no ignoble pride, 
Beſtows its pureſt whiteneſs, left behind 
| Its native cold. On every dimpled cheek 
| R. ſes emit their bloom, the bloom of youth, 
Of innocence, of health ; nor here confin'd, 
But laviſh all their ſweets upon her breath 
That ſteals through lips of coral. Furniſh'd thus 
With graces, airs, and ſmi es, beyond the touch 
Ot pencil, or the drapery of words; 
Say not that Vice, preſumptuous, dare approach 


Au angel in terreſtrial guiſe, unleſs 


From ei fair pretence to retire, abaſt'd | 
And overaw'd. Let Cenſure's tongue be mute, | 
And Slacder bite her lips in f:lent in ite. 
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Truth turns aſide offended from the tale. 

For ſee how charming looks CamiLLa, ſet 

Deep in the umbrage of a woodbine bow'r, 

Converſing with the learned Dead, who live, 

More than mechanically live, beyond 

Detraction's reach, ſafe from the poiſon'd fangs 

Of Calumny, in the immortal page : 

Authors, where Virtue ſhines in native charms 

Of chaſte ſimplicity, and undeform'd 

With philoſophic daub ; where manly Wit 

Flaſhes his ſprightly ſallies, Fancy glows 

With all her pictureſque deſcriptive pow'rs, 

And force of imagery ; ſuch ſtill as charm 

In MiLTow's page ſublime, ſeraphic bard! 

In Por z's mellifluous numbers, or in YouxG's, 

That maſter of the eloquent and grand; 

Or flowing Tuousox > l- imagin'd ſtrains, 

Or Ax ENsIDE's, or SuENSTON Es : names inſcrib'd 

On monuments more permanent than braſs. 

There, amiable maid ! in beauty's bloom, 

In youth's, in healch's, exemplify'd ſhe ſhows, 

How each exteriour grace, each ſkin-deep charm, 

And elegance of manner, by a mind 

Enlarg'd by thought and reading, is improv'd, 
Ver, II. K 
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Behold Dur cissa exquiſitely pleas'd, 
While ſhe admires the needle's arts diſplay'd 
Creative; ſees the ſmooth, or figur'd lawn, 
The fine-wrought linen, or ſoft cambric ſpun 
With all the nicety of ſpider's web, 
Or coſtly ſtuffs from Ix bi Ax climes convey'd, 
Chang'd in their texture, form, and ſurface, now 
No more the uniform and ſimple thread, 
But richly vein'd with curious Dat sDex work, 
Or rough with elegant embroidery. 
Touch'd by the magic needle in her hand, 
What noble figures on the canvas ſwell, 
Tumid with filver, cotton, or with filk ! 
How accurate that hand, that gentle hand, 


Which all their well-conceiv'd proportions fram'd, 
With finiſh'd delicacy, and beſtow'd 

Their ſtriking ſtatures, colours, and attire ! 

Well may a new creation of her own 

Delight her gazing eye, and heave her breaſt 

With ſentimental pride; Al ui thus 

Still Sc1y10's noble maxim may adopt, 

While objects, whereſoe'er ſhe caſts her glance, 


Court her ſurvey, and almoſt ſeem to breathe. 
There Candour, with her open honeſt face, 1 
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And eye of ſoften'd ſparkle ; Beauty draun 
With more than mortal likeneſs ; Modeſty 

In virgin white attir'd, and Meekneſs plac'd 
In ſilent downcaſlt attitude, afraid, 

Her look, her air, her geſture might offend. 

In vain would SYLv1a, felf-approv'd, pretend 
To rival theſe bright patterns of her ſex ; 
SYLVIa the ſubject of each coxcomb's lay, 
And boaſt of every fop, howe'er ſet off 

With all the finery of mode and dreſs, 

Her handmaids, Taſte and Fancy; underneath 
The pomp of ſilks, and jewels ; on light toe 
Conſcious ſhe moves along, by all admir'd, 

In the ſmooth meaſures of the minuet-dance ; 
Or ſalient trips the floor's elaſtic Loard, 

With ſtep accordant to the ſprightiy jigg : 
The room all odour'd with the rich perfumes, 


That from her ſhining locks profuſely breathe, 
Or handkerchief, or bottle's cryſtal tube, 


While to her ſmell applied, her lovely hand 
Diſplays a white ſcarce rivall'd by the ſnow. 

Thus, while to courts and levees others croud, 
To baſk in ſunſhine ot a grandee's ſmile, 


(Short as the glow-worm's twinkle, and as cold) 
K 2 
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Put on a face occaſional, relax'd 

And ſmooth with adulation, to belie 

Their Iurking hearts; the Muſe has turn'd aſide 
With indignation, to inform mankind 

What company there awaits them. But enough 
Of Vice, ignoble, and unpleaſing theme! 
Away, thou monſter, fince men fell from Heav'n, 
Too much admir'd ; away from all the haunts 
Of humankind, with thy affociates dire, 

Diſeaſe and Infamy—But O ! begone 

Chiefly from BAITAIx's celebrated iſles, 

The ſeat of Empire, Liberty, and Peace, 

Of Learning, Commerce, and the Muſes. Vice 
May triumph, but let Virtue not deſpair. 


: 
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To the Honourable ———. 


An BIST LE. 


ELL me, dear 


For you perchance alone the ſecret know; 


„all impatient grow. 


What climate now a certain bard conceals, 
Who writes what others wrote, yet ſeldom ſteal: ; - 
Who knows to cull, in gardens fluſh'd with flow'rs, 
Each one that faireſt ſmiles, or talleſt tow'rs, 
Yet, with ſtrange whim, almoſt beyond compare, 
Oddly prefers the loweſt, and leaſt fair: 
Say, why in ſilence lies your poet's pen? 
Sure bards arc rank'd among the firſt of men — 
Elſe why flow'd muſic from Poye's tuneful tongue? 
Why not forgot that Apoison once ſung ? 
YounG had not elſe high ſoar'd on wings of fire, 
Nor MiLTon ſtole from Heav'n a ſeraph's lyre, 

Through all the wide Creation's glorious round, 
Is no fit theme to ſuit his genius found? 
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No Seaſon, to transfer into his page 

The grove's ſoft muſie, or the tempeſt's rage ! 
Can he the world of politics ſurvey, 0 
Or morals, not leſs circumſcrib'd than they; 
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Hear Fame's lvud trumpet ſourd BaiTanxi1a's Praiſe, | 

Nor yet find ſubjects worthy of his lays ? ( 
If blame and odium to excite he's leath, F 

Let him remain conceal'd, and merit both. | 

By formal rules Candour's nc'er taught to ſee, 

Hence Learning oft and Candour diſagree, 

Cardour beholds with fair and honeſt cye, 

But through lens optic Learning needs muſt ſpy. 

Thus faults arc magnified beyond their due, 

Aud | eau*'2s render'd blemiſhes oft too. 

Thus FuLv1a's neck appear like parchment may, 


And gems themſelves a ſurface rough betray. 


But Nature means her objects to be ſeen, 

No artificial lying glaſs between ; 

Thr-ugh e hich our eagle-fi;hted critics look, 
When authors they would praiſe, that is, rebuke, 
Yet we confeſ, what ſome perfections deem, 

As tau!ts to others may as juſtly ſeem; 

For Wo expects, as wonders ccaſe to be, 


All ſhculd in looks, or ſentiments agree, 
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Muſt firſt reverſe Heav'n's univerſal plan, 


And to an angel change the very man. 

Fictitious wings o'er ſtreams ſucceſsful ſkim, 
Inform us then what bait will anſwer him. [ſtray'd, 
Though the finn'd victim might from harm have 
He ſpies, purſues, he leaps, and is betray'd : 

Yet others boldly near the ſurface ſwim, 

And ſeize ſecure the inſets as they ſkim. 

But how uncertain oft the trial leaves, 

When Nature courts us, cr when Art deccives ! 
Haply of both the ſpecious lure's the ſame, 
The inſect's pinion, or the plume of fame; 
That hides a point, how fatal to the brook ! 

A dagger this, oft dreadfully miliook ! 

Your bard 1s ſilent, yet what numbers praiſe ! 

But writing would with ſome his merit raiſe. 
Let him, undazzled by the ſhine of pelf, 
Examine well his motive in himſelf, 

If nothing hence gives vigour to his pen, 
Let him remain — the filenteſt of men. 


„does the verſe invite 


Say then, dear 
The nameleſs author, or forbid, to write? 
The author nameleſs, though to you well known, 


Who for another's beauties ſlights his own, 
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Builds on foundations laid from others“ pelf, 
Though few can lay a better than himſelf; 

As yonder ſun ſhines feebly by the moon, 

Though he can blaze in majeity at noon. 

If you the queſtion can diſcreetly ſolve, 

Go clear thoſe doubts Time's thickeſt miſts involve. 
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LACY 1 


T ſtill Night's ſolitary watch, 

Half of mankind ſunk in debauch, 
While with their gold ſtarv'd miſers ſhare 
The wakeful agony of care, 

And ſcreech-owls, with 1ll- boding pow'rs, 
Hoot threugh lone walls and haunted tow'rs ; 
At yonder deſk fee Launia fit, 

Fond to be ſtyl'd a ſiſter-wit 

Her pen and ſtandiſh wait hard by, 

The ſnowy ſheets before her lie, 

The ſnowy ſheets (what have they done!) 
Soon with foul blots to Le o'er-run. 


A. 


How ſoft ſhe looks in midnight gown, 
Sweeping all negligenily down, 

The ſleeves (quake, inſeRs, for your fins) 
In much diſorder ſtuff d with pins! 
Below her chin a nightcap ties, 

To ſhade her features in diſguiſe, 
Leſt ſhe might ever tempted be, 

In glaſs her naked face to ſee; 

For ſure we vanity rank in 

The meaneſt acts of venial fin. 

A riband, garter-like, around 

Keeps her full head-dreſs fitly bound; 
Yet, in deſpite of all her care, 

Oft peeps out rudely ſtraggling hair. 
To veil her downy ſwan-white neck, 
The daring footman's gaze to check, 
An handkerchief ſhe wraps about, 

Of dainty ruſſet, plain and ſtout ; 
Tuck'd in the foldings of her gown, 
The croſs- laid ends hang dangling down. 
That nought may incommode the muſe, 
She ſlides along ia undreſs-ſhoes, 


Slippers we mean; for always kind, 
She hates her guiltleſs feet to bind. 
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Learn, ye faſtidious virgins, hence, 

To fave each uſeleſs vain expenſe. 

How humble Lauk1a, and how meek, 

Though youth ſtill triumphs in her cheek ! 

Rather than needleſs trouble give, 

She greatly deigns—in dirt to live. 
Thus, dreſs'd in Nature's ſimple prime, 

(Conceit was LuciFer's firſt crime) 

In ſweet Humility's plain ſuit, 

Artleſs, but elegant to boot; 

LAURIA, in happy mood to think, 

Ventures ſtraightway on pen and ink. 

Beware, ye bards of low degree, 

Her ſatire points at you and — me. 

LauRta is yet a maid ; how then 

Can ſhe refrain her virgin pen? 

Were ſhe arriv'd at full five ſcore, 

We might indeed our fears give o'er. 

But if not wedlcck-join'd till then, 

Have mercy on the ſons of men ! 

LaukRia unwed, can the refuſe 


To raiſe up children to the Muſe ? 


For lo! to thwart eternal fate, 


Two females here can procreate 3. 
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Furniſh'd with that fell thing, a pen, 


Scorn the virility of men. 

Still more, our wonder forth to draw, 
Conceive and bear unwed by law. 

Nor marvel, LAuRIA till ſhould prove 
Almoſt unmutch'd in tender love. 


*Her infants ſeem, one with another, 
All ſtriking tranſcripts of the mother. 
But, to the offspring of her brain, 
Begot and born with ſo much pain, 
Since LAUuRIA ſhows ſuch conſtant care, 
Shows all the ſoftneſs of the fair ; 

A prejudice that ſtands excus'd, 


To near and dear connections us'd ; 


Who would with Lauz1a, ſane in mind, 
A parent of ano her kind? | 
Who would not huſbands too refuſe, 
For their cſpouſals wit) the Muſe ? 
All, ſhe excepted, from mere ſpite, 
Who ev'ry thing can do but—write, 


Her needle, no fa.ſe tate to ſhow, 


LauR1a abandon'd long ago. 
And ſure her fame this to d*i{>>rle is, 


Her needle ah! can writc wo veries. 
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A needle, made of ruthleſs ſteel, 

Women muſt hate, while women feel. 

It puts one cruelly in mind, 

Of murders ated on mankind ; 

Dreadful, in the ſame conſcious breath, 

Alarms with blood, and wounds, and death. 

What chillneſs too it thought brings dire on, 

Dozing for ever o'er cold iron! 

With quills be female battles fought, 

But, brandiſh ſteel !=tremendous thought! 
* Amid the languid calm of life, 

« Hoping one day to be a wife, 

„Who, with a ſoul born to aſpire, 

e Thoſe cares and duties can admire, . 

Though ne'er her temper out of joint, 

« Plac'd on a ſorry needle's point ? 

The taſk of ſewing ſeems deſign'd 

For fem:les of the lower kind, 

Of knowledge thus far unbereft, 

„ To know their right hand from their left; 

« Dowdies, that never yet could hit 

On ore bright ſally of true wit ; 

« Give a ſmocth harmonious turn, 


Or with poetic fervour burn; 


| 
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“ But born eternally to pore, 
« And do the ſame thing o'er and o'er ; 

«© Nor feel, fo lifeleſs the employ, 

« One ſoft thrill of tumultuous joy. 

„% Who, as a houſewife, can pretend 

« Her name through diſtant climes to ſend ? 
« MacauLar's palm hiſtoric claim, 

Or riſe to Sar Ho's height of fame? 
„Give me but paper, pen, and ink, 

«© And leiſure undiſturb'd to think; 

«« Think on a ſelfiſh, taſteleſs age, 

And vent my bitterneſs and rage; 
% To ſhow (what tranſport it implies !) 
That creature, man, I cas deſpiſe; 

« Give Lavkia theſe, to others then, 
She leaves the taſk of — nurſing men, 

1% To dull domeſticated wives, 

«« Content with mere exiſting lives; 

« Content to plod on with their ſpouſes, 

« And live on frowns within their houſes ; 
In little, filly, whining chat, 

« To praiſe and cenſure this, and that; 

% Still, ſtill the burden of the ſong, 

« Indeed, my dear, you're in the wrong. 

Vor. II. L | 
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Thus LAVRIA would do all ſhe can 
To pour a great revenge on men. 
See yon emaſculated race, 
In each the female you may trace, 
So ſoft, ſo delicate, ſo nice, 
So mortally afraid of — mice. 
If but the winds preſume to blow, 
They dull and melancholy grow, 
Leſt on their gentle organs cold 
Should through ſome fatal chink take hold. 
If reptiles innocently crawl, 
Or from the roof a ſpider fall ; 
* Good Heav'n ! the death- cold faint's come on! 
« The bottle! for my maſter's gone!“ 
If thus the maſculines in ſex 
Females become, nor Nature tax ; 
If thus, with unambitious mind, 
Infringe the rights of women-kind ; 
Lavuk1a's reſolv'd revenge to take, 
And jaſt the like encroachments make. 
To ſee a thouſand victims die, 
She ſcorns on beauty to rely. 
Lavi affefts much to deſpiſe 
The fire-wing' d arrows of the eyes. 
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Far other weapons would ſhe chuſe, 
Prepar'd and ſharpen'd by the Muſe, 
Thoſe of her coward ſex ſhe ſcorns, 
Like inſects butting with their horns ; 
But boldly wreſts from lordly men 
That mighty weapon call'd a per. 
Turn'd on ourſeves, can we pretend 
E'er to eſcape our latter end? 
No; fall we muſt, or Heav'n diſpleaſe, 
That is, by nature, or diſeaſe. 

Hail, LA UA IA! how ſublime thy praiſe !. 
Thou heroine of modern days! 
Arm'd with a quiver from Pax x Ass us, 
The terrour of faint - hearted laſſes, 
Who thy fierce onſet can withſtand. 
Or ſhun fate darted from thy hand? D 
What ſevenfold ſhield protection throw 
O'er mortals to avert the blow ? 
ves; Prudence interdicts delay, 
Gird up your loins and — run away. 
How elſe eſcape, with lucky ſtar, 
A female thunderbolt of war ? 
You live ſecure from LAuxlA's charms, 


| 
| 


Not Lava terrible in arms, 
L 2 | 
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How happy Lavsia's thus employ'd, 
And with the taſk too overjoy'd ? 

Elſe had ſhe waſted endleſs ſighs, 

Now the ſhrin'd Muſe's ſacrifice, 

Of her choice china ware bereft, 
Nought but the broken fragments left, 
Thrown in a tempeſt on the floor, 
For Tou forgot to ſhut the door. 
Her little lap-dog elſe had been 

The guiltleſs object of her ſpleen, 
Poor CLoe, whom, with fond delight, 
She in her boſom hugs all night, 

And why ? no bedfellow ſhe boaſts, 
And ah ! ſhe trembles much for ghoſts. 
Her bulfinch too had loſt his eyes, 
Though happier far the finch that dies, 
Pierc'd by the execrable wire, 

Heated remorſeleſs in the fire. 

Hard fate ! his anguiſh to prolong, 
And beauty ſpoil, to mend his ſong ! 
Sweet bird! that, raviſh'd of his ſight, 
His dirge had warbled day and night 
But let thy notes in triumph riſe, 

The Muſe redeem'd thy pretty eyes; 
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All Lava1a's paſſions deep engag'd, 
That elſe far otherwiſe had rag'd ; 


Allow'd no active thought to be 
Unoccupied, to torture thee. 

Such ills domeſtic had aroſe, 
Had Lavk1a deign'd not to compoſe ; 
Had ſhe, in diſreſpect of men, 
Preferr'd her needle to her pen, 
Thanks to that dignity of thought, 
Vainly with ſimple houſewives ſought ; 
That elegance of taſte refin'd, 
That delicately-feeling mind ; 
Which ſcorn, with much becoming ſtrife, 


The female drudgery of life. 
d 
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| | an ! in yonder ſtudy plac'd, 
Form'd with true principles of taſte, 

STELLA in learn'd retirement fits, 

Amid a group of ſleeping wits. 

Sleeping, but not on down or chaff, 


But in a book - caſe, bound in calf; 
L 3 
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Cover'd with honourable duſt, 

As medals ſpread with precious ruſt. 
Before her ſtill ſome volume lies, 

She ſtudies with quadruple eyes. 

Some love-ſtuff 'd comedy perchance, 
Or SornonisBA, a romance, 

The ſcience of the kitchen taught, 
How paſties and confections wrought. 
What TiIrIrorsox or Barrow wrote, 
For modiſh theologues to qucte. 
Perhaps, her Pray'r-book, or her Bible, 
Which wits and geniuſcs would li bel. 
Nay ; nothing farther from her ſtudy, 


Writings, that make one's brains quite muddy, 


Or the reverſe, and full as bad, 

Make wilding Fancy run ſtark mad. 
Earth's ſmaller wits would ſhe deſpiſe, 
To ſoar with NewTen to the ſkies; 
Living, cameleon-like, when there, 
Moſt ſentimentally on air. 

NzwrToN, who, with Lynctan eye, 
Travers'd the whole capacious ſky ; 
Who from ſome angel ſtole that plan, 
Which ſeems above mere mortal man 
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That plan, where worlds and ſyſtems great 
Roll, by fix'd laws, in glorious ſtate. 

In her this adage prov'd we find, 
Earth ne'er can ſatisfy the mind; 
« The mind, a ftranger to content, 
« Beneath the moon ignobly pent.“ 
Befides, what doth the text require ? 
% To Heav'n ſtill let the ſoul aſpire.” 
For where abides her treaſure, ſhe 
Thinks there her heart ſhould ever be. 
Thus ſhe fulfills — in NewToN's ſchool, 
Each truly pious, Chriſtian rule. 
Nor a ſk another reaſon, why 
Aſtronomers affect the ſky.. 
Let others read with head alert, 
STELLA reads with enlighten'd heart. 
Let others chariots gilt admire, 
STELLA mounts NewTan's car of fire; 
Not through the Mall, her ſteeds all ſoam, 
But o'er Heav'n's argent fields to roam. 

Thus arguments our fair, mayhap, 
«« Earth's but a point in Nature's map; 
A little toy to Fortune thrown, 
« As from the tube the bubble blown; 
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* In the dimenſionleſs abyſs, 

« Where one world loſt we ſcarcely miſs, 

% An atom, till the zephyr fails, 

« On which a midge in triumph fails ; 

« A particle of ſand, caſt out, 

* Through boundlefs ſpace to roam about; 
« Then, from its equilibrium toſt, 

« In matter's maſs collective loſt : 

„Why then, ambition all forgot, 

% Inhabit this poor paltry ſpot, 

„ Which meaneſt reptiles ſhare with us, 
« And ive, not more a monarch does?“ 
Of faſhions STELLA ſeldom talks, 

Of auctions, ſales, or public walks, 


The ball, aſſembly, play, or rout, 
Which half the ſex grow mad about; 
Theſe, left to the phantaſtic laſs, 

Who can whole days at toilets paſs, 

The ſtrange taſk hackney'd o'er and o'er, 
To be — leſs charming than before ; 

Her only glaſs, view'd with intenſe 
Survey, the teleſcopic lens. 

On planets, ſtars, and comets, ſhe 

Can ſcarce one moment filent be ; 
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Far other ſtars than grandee's coat on, 
Which only #nlcarn'd females dote on, 
Which ſuch alone fantaſtic prize, 

As Fate ne'er deſtin'd for the ſkies. 
Newrox's arcanas STELLA can 
Sublimely—truſt to learned men ; 

The laws of Gravity conceive, 

While triumphs vaſt her boſom heave, 
Mere houſehold females ey'd with ſcorn, 
Better than thouſands — never born ; 

Or when, ſometimes, her paſſions ſtrong. 
Would gravitate towards the wrong. 

The force centripetal ſhe knows, 

That is, when ſhe puts on her cloaths, 
That no pin from its hold departs, 

Nor from her waiſt the whalebone ſtarts : 
Centrifugal, when from her eye 

Sparks of ingenious paſſion fly; 

When words (ſuch ſweets no wild bee ſips) 
Fly off eccentric from her lips. 

Thus, without Eucrid, STELL a ſhows, 
The deep, deep myſtery ſhe knows, 
What ſtrains it fitly can expreſs ? 

To ſpeak (aſtoniſhing !) and dreſs, 
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Nor to yon brighten'd fields of air 

Soars only our exalted fair, 

Whirl'd (no example to her ſex ill) 

On ev'ry planet's flaming axle ; 

But condeſcends, of problems weary, 
To loſe a thought on Bui.neT's Theory, 
Which doubtleſs ſhe can underſtand, 
Like any — lady of our land; 

Diſtreſs'd (the total who can tell huge?) 
To find out waters for the deluge ; 
Doubting, as if a God ef fable, 
Jehovah to produce them able.. 

Of thoughts too to improve her ſtock, 
She much affects to dote on Locke; 
That mortal pitch'd upon, to ſhow. 
Reaſon how near divine below; 6 
Happy, not from the taſk he ſhrinks, 
But for her moſt humanely — thinks. 
He ſure'y her eſteem muſt ſhare, 

Who lightens STELLA's heavieſt care; 
And the e'tcem of womankind, 

Who hence ſome good will always find; 
For buſy'd thus, from STELLA's bps 
Scandal no poiſon ever ſips. 
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ES, ZePHALINDA fain would wed, 
And venture with a man to bed ; 

If he can make it but appear, 
His rent's a thouſand pounds a-year ; 
The more above it ſtill the better, 
But nought below it e'er will get her. 
Her darling you exact deſcribe, 
If you can him with e/quires tribe; 
Though it is hinted at by ſome, 
Artiſts ſucceed might —with a plum. 
Her wooer, to ſucceſsful prove, 
Muſt with his bags in hand make love; 
The weightier they, our fair leſs nice, 
Her ſmiles faſtidious bought by price: 
A guinea's jingle has more charms, 
More moving pow'rs, more ſoft alarms, 
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Than all the pathos that abounds 
In mere articulated ſounds: 


» 
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Speak freely ev'ry thing but — truth. 
Come then, for ZernatinDa's ſmile, 
Who talk this znafeted fiyle ; 
Above the vulgar daub of piraſe, 
Which always want of taſte betrays. 
Your language, without foreign aid, 
Untaught by JouxsoN, can perſuade ; 
The true Lacon1c mode of eech, 
Which ſcorns that ſniv'ling term, be/eech * 
Come, to receive, nor ever part, 
A ZEPHALINDA's faithful heart; 
And ſure — till gold and virtue one, 
You peace and joy muſt ſmile upon. 

Nor think our fair ſultana can 
Impoſe upon the ſons of men. 
Who voluntar'ly wears her chains, 
Value receiv'd, at leaſt, obtains. 
For is ſhe not ſupremely—witty, 
Though blockheads hence her yoke-mate pity ? 
Who can her beaunes half diſplay ? 
Blithe, courteous, young, polite, and gay. 
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What further would Ambition crave ? 

Come then, and buy the charming /ave. 
Whether her ſuitor Whig or Tory, 

To our fair maid's a trifling ſtory. 

Whether a Methodiſt, or Quaker, 

He (ev'ry Sunday) ſerves his Maker; 

With look demure, or pneſtly quirk, 

Obeys the high church, or the kirk, 

Whether, with three-tail'd wig, or bag, 

Some learn'd juriſprudential wag ; 

Who nobly ſaves, when fools unlock it, 

His client's fortune — in his pocket. 

Whether a doQor of renown, 

Sweeping in ſacerdotal gown ; 

Who knows, to charm the raviſh'd fair, 

All arts and ſciences but—pray'r : 

Or, as nice qualms ne'er overſtock'd her, 

A very downright carnal doctor; 


Who, when ſome malady has ſpent her, 
From death can ſave her—to torment her, 
But chief ſhe likes, to tell the truth, 
A dear, dear military youth ; 
Who never can to her prove cruel, 
Unleſs when he declines a — duel 
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Theſe all, if fortune makes them like, 
With equal charm of merit ſtrike, 
Each thut, though pair'd like heav'n and hell, 
Becomes the other's parallel, 

Whate'er his colour, fair or brown, 
With carriage up, or carriage down; 
Whether a coxcomb, fop, or cit, 
With, or quite deſtitute of, wit ; 

A boor, in fox-chace garments clad, 
Or court-ſpark, perfectly well bred : 
Whether a patriot of renown, 
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In rolls of parliament ſet down ; 
Or that fierce vindicator morum, 
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Some plump-cheek'd juſtice of the quorum ; 
In fine, whate'er his birth or rank, 

His money landed, or in bank ; . 
Whate'er through life his caſual track is, 5 
A rake in theory, or in practice; 
If he can but commodious fix 

Our charmer in a coach and fix, 

Such, if but phy/ically man, 

Comes up to ZEKTATINDA's plan: 

And juſtly too; for marriage, ſure, 

Is not Love's, but Ambition's cure. 
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Nor raſhly Zeex atinpa blame, 
Not anxious more for wealth, than fame, 
Who fame's purſuit ſo far would carry, 
As to be wretched, that is, marry. 
Say, why the rich man ſhe affects, 
And nobly merit poor neglects. 
Thus, to evince her Sterling wit, 
She greatly dotes on Sacred Writ ; 
Would have its ſayings all fulfill'd, 
And all its precepts deep inftill'd ; 
Concern'd, that conſecrated book 
Should be for pert romance forſook ; 
(How well ſhe on the ſenſe has tumbled !) 
Which ſays, ** The proud man ſhall be humbled.” 
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Air Luci, to no fortune born, 
Affects all nicety to ſcorn. 

Why ſhould her virtue rigid prove ? 

Why prove an enemy to love ? 

M 2 
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Since Fortune's favours, ah! denied, 
In which ſuch pleaſures are implied; 
Why not indulge her tender mind 

In pleaſures of another kind ? 

Her ſtate dependent cries aloud, 

« Tt ill becomes you to be proud,” 
Her wants in the ſame hint agree, 

„ You ne'er can too obſequious be. 
Thus, what a vice in others ſeems, 
She in herſelf a grace eſteems. 

„ Virtue but differs from a crime, 

% By certain rules of place and time; 
% Morality on mode depends, 

« With it declines, with it extends ; 
« The mode our circumſtances make, 
„Acting from them we ne'er miſtake ; 
« Our circumſtances, right to count, 
« To fix'd neceſſity amount; 

„And ſure; our inference to draw, 
Neceſſity's above all law.” 

Thus, Lucia, with conviction hill, 
Waves bold her philoſophic quill ; 
Deſpiſes Ti.LoTsoONn and Locke, 
And cruſhes Barrow at one ſhock, 
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Go on, ſweet maid! — O! what delight 
To think,“ Whatever is, is right!“ 
That partial ills, well underſtood, 
Will uſher in the general good. 

Say, can a lovely female err, 

Who would to ſelf mankind prefer ? 
Make mortals happy — if ſhe can, 
Quite piteous of the ſons of men ? 

No; while Philanthropy's extoll'd, 
And firſt in Fame's bright liſts inroll'd, 
Lucia the fair muſt ever prove 

The parmanent rewards of — Love. 
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EE, Flavia, marriageable grown, 
And with a fortune of her own, 
Perhaps, ſome hundred pounds a-year, 
Affects no huſband but a peer. 
Tranſporting thought ! to be ally'd 
To noble blood and — novght beſide, 
p M 3 
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A Counteſs, wealthy, rich, and fair ! 
Death ſure a coronet will ſpare, 
Flava this choice diſcreetly makes, 
Peers ever are the greateſt rakes; 

And FLavia would do all ſhe can, 
But to reform ſuch dear, dear men. 

« To turn, while heedlefs on he trays, 
«« One from the errour of his ways, 

« Is like a ſtar, by will divine, 

« In heaven eternally to ſhine.” 

Thus FLavia, with true Chriſtian pride, 
Would wed with Scripture on her fide ; 
Acquire, to live renown'd in ſtory, 

A coronet, and crown of glory. 

Kings but one crown, alas ! defire, 

She greatly would to twain aſpire, 
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EARLY-RISING and its Oppoſite compared. 


OR want of ſomething elſe to do, 

Some plan of action to purſue, 
How many doze away their time, 
Nor think they perpetrate a crime ! 
With bare exiſtence ah ! content, 
Behold their years and luſtrums ſpent ! 
If you no glaring fins commit, 
Thank not yourſelves, but ſleep, for it, 
Stocks too, and ftones, might merit claim, 
Were you here to contend for fame. 
Howe'er we draw alternate breath, 
Sleep's but a temporary death. 
The fleeper then, whoe'er he be, 
A murderer is in degree ; 
A murderer of what in vain 
We would recall to life again, 
Minutes, hours, days, months, years : — alas! 
Can man more fatally tranſgreſs ? 
Murder what, were it rightly us'd, 
From mean purſuits our paſſions loos'd, 
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Whether late hir'd, or at eleven *, 

Our ſervice would reward with Heaven ! 

Up, fleeper! then; who knows what hour, 
God may, omnipotent in pow'r, 

Make meritorious (no mean prize) 

Of life immortal, and the ſkies. 

If ſound in body and in mind, 

A ſtate which ſtill the ter p'rate find, 
Mankind fallaciouſly would uſe 

The merit ev'n of an excuſe. 

Nature demands but little reſt, 

Howe'er with daily toils opprelt ; 

He then that lengthens oat repoſe, 

Her into much diſorder throws; 

O'er the blunt ſenſe, a torpor ſpreads, 

Which more than death the wiſe man dreads ; 
Unfits us to perform our parts, + 

With clear pron pt heads, and cheerful hearts ; 
To grace that rank or ſtate, in which 

Men to be great affect, or rich; 

Unmans the ſpir:t, born to ſoar 

Thoſe heights but NewTon ſoar'd before; 


® Alluding to tke celebrated parable in the Goſpels; 
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Unbraces ev'ry nerve of ſtrength, 
And quite enfeebles us at length. 
Your moraliſts in theory ſay, | 
« Why ſhould the night encroach on day ? 
© It, ſure, looks ſomehow like a crime, 
« To live but half our deſtin'd time; 
„ To fleep, each manly care diſmiſt, 
« 1s not to live, but to exiſt. 
«« Life at the beſt is but a ſpan, 
„0 Yet that how oft curtail'd by man 
« Life's unkind ſhortneſs we lament, 
% Yet make it ſhorter by conſent ; 45 
© Loſe hours, and months, and years, in ſleep, 
« Nor o'er them, like the Rowan, weep. 
«© Can man more fooliſhly behave, 
« Shortly to ſlumber in the grave, 
«« Where in dread rueful calm he may 
« Apes with reptiles doze away, 
% Till both eternally diſſever, 
© Man rous'd by Fate to wake for ever ? 
« How worſe than madmen we behave, 
% Daily our bed to make our grave! 
«« Nor in this view alone we err, 
:* While ſleeping we to /i/e prefer. 
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« 'Time's a vaſt loan to mortals lent, 

Which but diſcreetly ſhould be ſpent ; 

„ Good works the int'reſt Heay'n demands, 

« A wakefuleye and active hands: 

„He then that ſlumbers time away, 

„ Refuſes his arrears to pay; 

© {Arrears that, with juſt rigour ſought, 

„Would make poor mortals worſe than nought) 

He obſtinately ſhuts his eyes, 

„And wakes a bankrupt to the ſkies.” 
How ſpeciouſly the ſtory told ! 

Reverſe the medal, and behold ! 

To riſe with the firſt matin- ſong, 

Is life officious to prolong. 

And what is life, in perfect beauty, 

A tract of ſwerving from our duty? 

Man then by waking nothing wins, 

But ſwells his catalogue of ſins ; 

Adds deeper crimſon to his guilt, 

And drives the dagger to the hilt: 

For, ſoon as wakers we commence, 

Reaſon we ſlight, and live to ſenſe. 

Beſides, no medium we can keep, 

We muſt be wicked, or muſt ſleep. 
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Soon as Sleep's opiate leaves his eyes, 
M—s—sx's * aſtir to gain the prize, 
The prize, which orphans! tears bedew, 
Circled with wreaths of deadly yew ; 
Where baneful plants and herbs ariſe, 
And the pale wither'd laurel dies; 
Which Satan, while baſe Lucre twines, 
For his much honour'd brow deſigns, 
(What ear:/hly maſter ſo carefling ?) 
The prize of pinching and diſtreſſing. 
Around him miſers ſtill we trace, 

A backelor, deteſted race, 


Whom gold makes impotent, by it 


For Earth, as well as Heav'n, unfit. 
Yet better, from cha/te love of pelf, 
One ſordid wretch ſhould flarve himſelf, 
Than likewiſe with vile, curs'd pretence, 
Starye others in a double ſenſe. 


A noted money broker in E-———; hard, miſerable, and 
wretched to the laſt degree; who e trade conſiſts in taking the 
Laſeſt ane moſt cruel advantage cf peoples diſtreſſes and difficul- 


die, 


See 
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Hus has a bold ſatiric Muſe, 


Ev'n in the face of three Reviews, 


Beneath Hope's truſty helmet ſtout, 
Into the wide, wide world launch'd out. 
Ye Critics, uſe a ffranger well, 

Mind what the patriarch erſt befel. 
Barely to give a bard his due, 
Though juſt, is hardly courteous too. 
Yet, fairly if adjudg'd to fall, 

You puniſh him, but favour all ; 

For all the ſentence will ſuſtain, 

By which pronounc'd the Public gain. 
Whether ycu cenſure then, or praiſe, 
Him you oblige two ſev'ral ways; 
His praiſes vn maukind reflect, 
Cenſure on him's to all reſpect. 

Go fortk then, boid undaunted page, 
Stuff'd with the follies of the age, 
{Perhaps the greateſt folly thou) 
Eternal war with whim to vow, 
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And Dulneſs, in whatever ſhape 
She genius would abſurdly ape. 
Haply, to pour revenge on thee, 
All ranks thy mortal foes ſhall be, 
Enrag'd to ſee their foibles laſh'd, 
Thou in the fire with fury daſh'd ; 
Beneath ingloriouſly to lie 


— 


Some mighty volume of a pye; 
Eternally to ſleep in duſt, 

As many a brother-author muſt ; 
Diſpatch'd, from vile tobacco-ſhops, 
(O foul diſgrace !) to beaus and fops ; 
Diſpatch'd to — but, O Silence, come, 
Command Conjecture to be dumb. 


Yet martyrs to the truth ſhall claim 
Tiaras of immortal fame. 


Though but a motley pi: ce at beſt, 

Made up of dry diſcourie, and eit, 
Somewhat obſcure, from names unknow... 
A vell o'er all induſtrious thrown, 

Unteſs where the indignant Muſe 
G reatly diſdain'd a maſk to ule ; 

Yet, names apart, you, now and then, 
May hint a uſeful truth to men; 
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While RuBBaDasH, in love with ilrife, 

Falſcly arraigns his virtuous wife; 

Abſurdly thinks from others flow'd 

Thoſe bleſſings Heav'n on him beſtow'd, 

Though all mankind agree, quam verum 

DPund ille oft origo rerun, 

But Virtue ne'er could worſted be, 

Heav'n interpos'd and ſet her free. 
What! trembling thus ? —Reviewers threat 

Me with no clemency to treat. 

For ſhame !— their ſtated works ſurvey, 

You laſh pert Dulneſs, ſo do they. 

Purſuing tbus commutual ends, 

You doubtleſs muſt be mutual fiiends. 

Hence be encourag'd — up — begone, 

With all your reſolution on. 

But they (miſtakes befal the wiſe) 

May call me Dulneſs in diſguiſe ; 

Or, fond of PuTt1.tn's numbers, ſcorn 

His ape, without his genius, born, 

Then acquieſce, and kiſs the rod, 

Nor falſely call ſuch treatment odd. 

It dull yourſelf, you dulneſs laſh, 

(As billows empty billows daſh) 
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Myſelf will not ward off each t wack 
July ipflited on your back. 

But though you ſhould eſcape Reviewers, 
Behold ſtill troops of fierce purſuers. 
Fron lions your retreat you make, 

But ſerpents lurk in ev'ry brake. 

Yet Genius, through the deathle!s page, 
Shall ſhine like ſuns through ev'ry age; 
Dulneſs, illum'd from meteor- light, 
Sink deep in everlaſtiny night. 

Who once can Nature's order ſtay, 
Make noonday night, or midnight day? 
But now our ſatire's juſt enough, 

With pick-tooth, pipe, and pinch of ſnuT, 
And endleſs arts to keep awake, 
The critic's evening taſk to make, 
Still to protract our ſong, would ſteep 
His ſenſes all in downright ſleep. 
Then might his hands forget to gripe 
His ſauff box, or his reeking pipe; 
And thus ſome much-deplor'd miſhap 
Befal his waiſtcoat, or his lap ; 
Adown the aduſt powder ſpilt, 
On fl:eve, lapel, and button gilt; 
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Or on the floor, ere ſight return'd, 

Might fall the kindled leaf half-burn'd, 

The carpet catching quick the flame, 

That carpet which from Turky came. 
But leſt we ſhould commit a deed, 

Which would make ev'ry heart to bleed, 

We now ſhall ſtop in happy time, 

And, ſaving critics, ſave our rhyme. 

Sade us then too, friends to each other, 

As one good deed deſerves another, 

Far milder pictures of the age 

The critic ſhall anon engage; 

Such objects as no mortal fears, 

The Muſe and Elegy in tears. 
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PART I. 


OW pale Aux onA, after long delay 

From eaſtern climes to uſher in the day, 
On Night's dark face reflects a tranſient glance, 
Which ſcarce perceiv'd ſpreads through the murk ex- 
Till, from the dewy radiance of her eyes, [panſe ; 
Another ray, and yet another, flies, | 
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Theſe gradual, from the ſame effulgent ſtore, 
Succeeded ſtill to infinite by more; 

Till all the air, unbounded to the ſight, 
Seems one continu'd ſtream of orient light. 
Meantime, the foreſt dun, and mountain blue, 
Riſe in uncouth magnificence to view; 

The city next, the villa, cottage, fold, 

And landſcape, far as eye can well behold ; 
The cottage, villa, foreſt, landſcape wide, 
Stript by the rig'rous North of all their pride. 
No jocund cal! of muſic loving Spring 

As yet invites the feather'd tribe to ling, 
Winter his frown delights ſtill to aſſume, 
Wrapt dreary round in congregated gloom. 
A ſullen ſtillneſs univerſal reigns, 

And huſhes all the mirth-abandon'd plains, 
A lifeleſs torpor, centre-felt, invades 


The woods and groves, unconſcious of their ſhades, 


With ev'ry blaſt unuſual coldneſs chills, 

And deep-form'd miſts inveſt the naked hills. 
On a fine eminence, of ſlow aſcent, 

The landſcape round ſtretch'd to a vaſt extent; 

An ancient Oak its infant juices drew, 

And to full majeſty of ſtature grew. 
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Of bulk immenſe crouds yearly flock'd to ſee 
In leafy pomp the celebrated tree; 

Charm'd to contemplate Nature's giant- ſon, 
Fed by the genial ſeaſons as they run. 

Some tell of elves, and fairy people, ſeen 
Here dancing round their littie- bodied queen, 
In antic meaſures and vagaries light, 

While conſcious ſhines the kindred orb of night ; 
Of rites perform'd, with odd romantic figns, 
Myſterious circles, and fantaſtic lines : 

Others, of voices heard, and accents ſtrange, 
Confus'dly mix'd in buſy interchange, 

Still render'd ſtranger by invention's pow'r, 
Aſſiſted by the ſilent, ſolemn hour. 

How proud its ſummits mount into the ſky, 

As if the rage of tempeſts to defy ! 

The circuit of its branchy arms how wide, 

In leafleſs pomp diffus'd on ev'ry fide, 

Which now thrice thirty ſummer-ſuns have ſeen, 
O'erſpread luxuriant with returning green 
Vain oftentation ! unavailing ſtate! 

Which ſerve but to accelerate its fate! 

The hind, unconſcious, from his hoſtile ſtand, 
Whirls round the guilty hatchet in his hand, 
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Anon to ſtrike the unrelenting blow, 

The trunk that ſevers from its root below. 

Sn, when kis ſtern commiſſion Death receives, 

When hope itſelf the ſick man's pillow leaves; 

In vain would Fc rtune her firſt offers make, 

No bribe the king of terrours deigns to take. 

The pimp of palaccs, the glare of ſtate, 

And all the proud regalia of the great, 

May add diſtinction to Death's gloomy hour, 

But not prevent the triumph of his power: 

His dart once pointed, muſt unerring fly, 

One victim periſh, or a thouſand die. 

As to the prize, his arrows love the dark, 

To him: :like the mean and noble mark, 

The lowly cottage, and the lordly dome, 

Which kings or 1m-ple peaſants make their home. 
Now all about the previous circlet made, 

Through its firm vitals cuts the keen-edg'd blade ; 

O. in its fide, drawn by alternate toil, 

The ſha! p-tooth'd ſaw finks deep with flight recoil. 

A thout .t.d echors, from their ſlumbers woke, 

Lend their reluctant ears to ev'ry ſtroke ; 

And mix their voices ſad, to tell around 


The woods, what means each unaccuſtom'd found. 
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The woods throughout return the loud uproar, 

By rocks and hills repeated o'er and o'er, 

While all abrupt afford it ampler ſwell, 

Struck from each cliff, and ſhook in every dell. 

Each woodland youth the din confus'd enjoys, 

And with redoubled pith his axe employs. 
Inhuman wretch! — but why this hated name? 

Let thoſe receive who juſtly merit blame — 

The plexus ſpun ſo admirably fine, 

The net-work pipes, and tubes in artful twine, 

Through which Earth's vegetative fluids glide, 

By heat fermented to a living tide ; 

The firongly-woven tunics wrapt about, 

And exquiſite contexture form'd throughout ; 

Theſe hid from common obſervation lie, 

Nor court the wonder of the valgar eye. 

Few daring minds are born ſublime to range 

Von argent fields, where orbs ſucceſſive change; 

On ev'ry planet's fiery ax e hurl'd, 

To make the tour of the celeſtial world: 

Few choſen ſpirits form'd divine to know 

The ſecret wonders of our earth below ; 


Surpaſing wonders, wiſdom's nicer work, 


That through the vegetable kingdom lurk ! 
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Next, to the lofty ſtems the cordage fix'd, 
The lofty ſtems with clouds aſpiring mix'd, 
To try what ſtrength ſtill unſubdu'd remains, 
What vigour ſwells its yet unmangled veins, 
Convuls'd througbout, it totters on its baſe, 
ReluQant to forſake its native place, 

That airy ſtation it enjoy'd fo long, 

A kind aſylum to the feather'd throng, 
Where ever their Vertumnal ſtrains began, 
Safe 1n its boſom from the graſp of man ! 
Where oft beneati its mantle hung of green, 
From noon's intruſive glance a preſent ſcreen, 
The ſhepherd wander'd with his fleecy care, 
To breathe the cooly fragrance of the air ! 
Softly to warble, on ſylveſtran reed, 

While round his lambs, as if attentive, feed, 
Such ſimple notes as rural love inſpires, 
The blooming laſs his witleſs heart admires ; 
Perhaps, in ſome cloſe ſhelter out of ſight, 
fy her regarded with a fond delight. 

Rut what avails this fond indulg'd delay? 
Can it the rage of furious axes ſlay ? 


Alus! expectant of its ſpeedy doom, 


be frighted birds depart with undreſs'd plume, 
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The cattle fly ingrate the luckleſs ſpot, 
Their former ſtated haunts at noon forgot. - 
Men too predictive prudently withdraw, 
Waiting the final ſtroke with ſilent awe, 
What then remains, abandon'd thus by all, 
But a mark'd victim in deſpair to fall ? 

Thus on the man, beneath misfortune's frown, 
The ſapercilious eye looks meanly down, 
That once (ſo Fortune's changing wheel requires) 
Sparkled with Adulation's partial fires, 
Amid the ſunſhine of a monarch's ſmile, 
While ſaves approach'd his ſeat with fulſome ſty le, 
How did each ſycophant dance in his train, 
Of but a look's unguarded wafture vaia ! 
With what reſpectful air each dangler trips! 
What ſmooth-form'd ſpeeches flutter on his lips ! 
How ſhines each Proteus feature with efte: m! 
What he is not the labour great to ſeem ! 
But lo! the tide of royal favour ebbs, 
A paſſing breath breaks Grandeur's court-ſpun webs; 
Where now the venal tribe, the courreous race ? 
Gone to the levee of the next —in place, 

With frequent look the workman lifts his eye, 
Long anxious the declining top to ſpy ; 
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Nor is his worn- out patience further tried, 
The feeble ſtructure ſeems to lean aſide. 
From the pent clouds a ſudden guſt deſcends, 
And full among the boughs its fury ſpends ; 
Weak and inore weak the wounded fabric grows, 
Strong pulls the rope, and blows ſucceed on blows : 
The ſhock conjoin'd unable to ſuftain, 
It ſtoops, it groans, it thunders to the plain 
A cumb'rous ruin wide extended lies, 
Thrown from the middle region of the ſkies. 

But ſhall the conſcious muſe unmov'd remain, 
Nor mourn its fate in elegiac ſtrain ? | 
To verſe ſtill conſecrated trees have ſtood, 
And oaks are ſtyl'd the monarchs of the wood, 
Let then in pity her ſad numbers flow, 
Ang heave her boſom with ingenuous wo. 
Late trembling ſhe eſſay'd the Dorian lyre “, 
By Tronson erſt wak'd to unuſual fire; 
With trembling pencil, caught on Fancy's wing, 
Sketch'd an imperfect landſcape of the Spring. 
Delightful taſk ! to mark the new-blown flow'r, 
The fragrant herb, and plant of healing pow'r ; 


* All:ing to Vertumnus ; or, The Progreſs of Spring. 
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The ſhoot of forward growth, and turgid ſer, 
Sparkling with dew conglob'd in many a germ ; 
Prolific clouds in kindly rain diffoly'd, 

Soft months return'd, and genial ſuns revoly'd ! 
Delightful taſk ! with curious eye to trace 

Each change progreſſive on Creation's face; 

fn numbers art to make like nature look, 

To imitate the murmur of the brock; 

The love-ſigh waited through the green alcove. 
The zephyr's plaint, and warble of the grove! 
Delightful taſk ! attentive to ſurvey 

Winter as he from earth directs his way; 

To ſee him all his icy chains unlooſe, 

And leſſen his impetuous rains to dews ; 

To hear his ſtorms, ſtill'd their ſonorous roar, 
Sink to the breeze that pants along the ſhore ; 
To ſee gay Spring, invok'd long to appear, 
Succeed the gloomy tyrant of the year; 

Beauty and Youth her handmaids from the iky, 
Health in th-ir look, and radiance in their eye : 
While ſun-warm'd gales ſhed odours from their wings. 
And ev'ry thicket, clad in verdure, ſings, 


Ah! now, a fad reverſe her ſtrain demands, 


Not q lenty lavich'd with unſpariag bands, 
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Not Beauty's touches exquiſitely juſt, 
But her firſt glory levell'd with the duit ! 

This is a ſubjeR uneſſay'd before, 
Cataſtrophes far other we deplore ; 
Things animate alone engage our ſigh, 
Or draw the tear impaſſion'd to our eye. 
Yet ſhall the Muſe a rule eſtabliſh'd break, 
And boldly teach Creation dumb to ſpeak ; 
Converſe with Nature's filent offsprings round, 
And tread, though cautious, on forbidden ground. 
Nor raſhly blame, upon a ſlight review, 
Uacommon things em cenſurable too. 

O! could I boaſt his more than mortal art, 
To touch the nobleſt ſprings that move the heart; 
Finely inſtruction with delight to mix, 
Convince the judgment, and the fancy fix ; 
Who bade, though dead ſome thouſand years before, 
Motos revive on ALB10n's ſhore, 
Mzoxipes, whate'er fam'd teſt we ſeek, 
Not leſs renown'd a BaiTon, than a Ga EEK 
Or could ] ſoar, like his rapt muſe ſublime, 
Unfetter'd by the fliff reſtraints of rhyme, 


Who, with the ſwell of mufic on his tongue, 
The Pleaſures of Imagination ſung ; 
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And while he ſings, diſplays her fineſt pow'rs, 
Which, tracing out, we wiſh devoutly ours ; 
Virtue's own feelings to our ſenſe conveys, 
His poliſh'd dition but his ſecond praiſe ! 

Of Virtue too I fing, Celeſtial Pow'r, 
That till befriends us in the preſſing hour! 
Fir'd by whoſe beauty, and beneath whoſe ſmile, 
Would I my thoughts improve, corre my ſtyle. 
He merits fame, who writes on Virtue's plan, 
The fiiend of Virtue, is the friend of man. 
O Virtue ! ſource of chaſte refin'd. defire, 
Thee when I ceaſe to honour and admire ; 
Ceaſe, though in poor eadeavours, to practiſe 
Thy laws, and recommend them to the wile, 
Or, when with doubts perplex'd, from Reaſon ſtray'd, 
Ceaſe to implore thy guidance and thy aid ; 
May my ungrateful heart forget to throb, 
Ard life end in one agonizing ſob ! 
Shall that vain thankle(s being be prolong'd, 
By whoſe exiitence Thou art baſely wrong'd ? 


But let the elegiac ſtrain begin, 

At leait the prize of meaning well to win. 
Had the dire axe, O much lamented Oak ! 

That gave thy aged form the mortal ſtroke, 
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Remain'd yet unattemper'd in the mine, 
Unwhetted for ſo cruel a defign ; 

Far other ſcenes the Muſes now had ſung, 

To ſadnefs the according lyre unftrung : 

Of Nature, form'd in all her works alike 

To fix the judgment, and the fancy ſtrike; 

Of Merit, plac'd in infinite degrees, 

Such as the eye by Truth's fair optics ſees ; 

Of Friendſhip, manly, gen'rous, and refin'd,. 
The gentle inmate of the noble mind; 

Of Beauty, heighten'd by the bluſhing charm 
Of Modeſty, which tyrants muſt difarm ; 

Of Fame, diſpenſing to her vc tive croud 

The laurel crown, with ſound of clarions loud. 
But though a mangled carcaſe on the ground, 
Thy honours ſcatter'd in diſgrace around ; 
Immortal ſhalt thou live, renown'd in ſong, 

If to the verſe immortal can belong 
For here the Muſe world intermit her grief, 


A glorious ſcene ſupplies a kind relief, 

To B 1Tain ſacred be the patriot ſtrain, 

And « ho in BaITAIR's ear would dare complain? 
By thee ſupported, O imperial tree, 

Through ev'ry age invincible by thee, 
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ALB1iox the fam'd, the great, the mighty, reigns 
Unrivall'd empreſs of the watery plains ; 
In floating bu!warks, Freedom's flag unfurl'd, 
Points the wing'd thunder, and o'erawes a world. 
Hence to her ſceptre kings ſhall ſubject be, 
And haughty tyrants bend on ſuppliant knee. 
Hence ſhall her empire through the earth extend, 
And only with time's lateſt period end. 

O! let BairæN NIA ſtill her oak revere, 
Her chief defence ſhould claim her chiefeſt care. 
The naval pillar that her throne ſupports, 
Her wave- built caſtles, her brecze-waſfted forts ; 
Her magazines of death, with canvas wings, 
Should till to Ba ros be momentous things. 
While other nations lie expos'd a prey 
To tyrants bent on univerſal ſway ; 
Nature beſtow'd, rais'd at her own expenſe, 
To BAIxrons wooden walli for their defence. 
Let Bros then within theſe walls refide, 
Their ſtrength combin'd no factions to divide; 
Detend with valour, guard with watchful eye, 
As if an angel, beck'ning each, flood by; 
Valour with unanimity, that boaſt 
The nobleſt deeds, where dangers threat the woſt. 
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BNITAN NIA, long ſuperiour to decline, 

May with her oak her diadem refign ; 

As heroes by ſome vulgar ſhaft may die, 

When, too ſecure, their armcur they lay by; 

Fate wills them on each other to depend, 

As one at firſt, to mcet or.e common end. 
Illuſtrious tree! what honours on thee wait, 

The ſov'reign's ſafety, and a kingdom's fate; 

That glory which proſperity attends, 

Which age to age, increaſing ſtill, extends“ 

As thou art timely ſummo..'d to our aid, 

Fame's circling laurels bloom afreſb, or fade; 

The gem in AL BIox's crown looks doubly bright, 

Or foully taruiſh'd to the Patriot's fight, 

Once too, within thy hoſpitable trunk, 

Faint thro? fatigee, and with misfortunes ſunk, 

A monarch reſted, friend!leſs and alone, 

A ſou ary exile from his throne, 

A kind retreat thy loyal arms ſupply, 

V. h jur'd Majelty ſecure may lie; 

ihn traitor foe his ft. p directs, 

dee eye the royal ſhade ſuſpects. 

onarchs, hear! ye ſcepter'd ſons of pride, 
„ 4wlghuly EvroPA's ſtates divide! 
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Be che vain competition heard no more, 

Your lordly claims, your boaſted triumphs o'er, 

Whoſe ſhall the empire of the ocean be, 

Beſtow'd on Ar. Box, by divine decree, 

And juſtly too the diadem ſhe craves, 

Who dwells, her native clime, amid the waves; 

Guarded by rocks projecting o'er the deep, 

Banks inacceſſible, and mountains ſteep ; 

Tremendous bulwarks rear'd by Nature's hand, 

Azainſt Ambition's proud aſſaults to ſtand ; 

To check each tyant's inſolent approach, 

Who would on Freedom's darling ſpot encroach; 

A ſpot mark'd out by Heav'n's approving eye, 

To ſhare the choiceſt bleſſings of the ſky ; 

Alion the juſt, whom Fate below employs, 

To keep the intereſts of a world in poiſe; 

No diminution e'er her power to know, 

Till oaks themſelves in foreſts ceaſe to grow. 
Thus on thy fame the Muſe would fondly dwell, 

Thus would thy praiſe in faithful numbers ted; 

Thy praiſe, that muſt deſcend through ev'ry affe, 

While Baris deeds adorn the lib'ral page. 

But ah ! how ſhort the reſpite now enjoy'd ! 

The plaintive lyre muſt be again employ'd 
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At ſight of thee thrown headlong on the plain, 
Pity renew'd demands the mournful ſtrain. 
For, whether youthful in Vertumnal bloom, 
Wiſdom ſolac'd beneath thy folemn gloom ; 
Or ſtretch'd the earth, a rootleſs trunk, along, 
Still art chou form'd alike to live in ſong. 

Taus de, deep learn'd in Virtue's ſacred lore, 
Nh. practiſe, her precepts o'er and o'er ; 
V hoſe bright example daily ſhows mankind, 
How neu. peri:&.900 brought the human mind; 
Alive or dead, „th cqual merit draws, 
Claim: our e:.cem, and rive:s our applauſe ; 
For though depriv'd of temporary breath, 
He ſpeaks in ſilence, and he lives in death, 

No more ſhall Spring thy torpid roots revive, 
Pervious thy tv. + thy dormant ſap alive. 


No morc expand thy cold-contratel pores, 


Pointing tlie ay thy ſrechneſs that reſtores. 

No moi e ſhall moittare through thy bak tranſude. 
Or ſummer-heats thy i. fant ſtems protrude, 

No more {ft foliage mantle thee around, 

To caſt reireſlung ſhadows on the ground. 

No more the bees thy cloſe receſſes haunt, 


With honey homeward bound for future want. 
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No Zephyr flutter through thy umbrage dun, 
To cool the fervours of the noontide ſun. 
Muſic no more attentive nature charms, 
From the hid centre of thy circling arms, 
While Echo, mindful of the liſt'ning ſwain, 
Repeats the dying cadence of each ſtrain. 
No more the rook, returning home, ſhall ſee 
Far off her airy build aloft on thee, 
Lin'd warm within from incommoding air, 
A fit example of parental care; 
No more her down-cloth'd young with rapture view, 
Agape for food, her labours to tenew; 
Now, taught their net's inſtinctive to forſake, 
Around its edge the offer'd morſel take; 
Now hopping, half afraid, irom ſpray to ſpray, 
Ere through mid-air they dauntleſs wing their way. 
Pattern to man, ere lav:ich'd ou“ any length 
In bold deſigns, to eſtimate his ſtrength, 
Nor let it pique his pride, that tow'rs aloft, 
To learn from inſtinR, thouph deſpis'd ſo oft. 


Inſtinct, howe'er fam'd mora'iits define, 


Is reaſon, but a little lefs divice, 
More c:rcumſcrib'd, or languid in its power, 


1 hovgh not leſs fieady in the trying hour, 


_— — 
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For travel its dominion, you will find, 
It differs in degree, but not in kind ; 
As ſtars, of various diſtance through the ſkies, 
Or diamonds, not in water, but in ſize. 
Deſcend then, man, from inſolence and ſcorn, 
Reaſon, your boaſt, is but the elder born; 
One common parent both reſpective claim, 
Alike in nature, though diſtin in name; 
For though vain man ſo arrogantly wiſe, 
Inſtinct itſelf may reaſon oft adviſe. 
Nor inſtinct only, trees may filence break, 
And to mankind's confuſion learn to ſpeak. 
Trees repreſent the characters of men, 
Beyopd the vulgar daubings of the pen. 
Spread out in full luxuriancy of ſhade, 
Which vainly ſtorms and hurricanes invade, 
We in the oak's ſtrong lineaments behold 
The brave, unſhaken, maſculine, and bold. 
The flexile, wav'ring, and enervate heart, 
Subject at ev'ry accident to ſtart, 
At triſles ſcar'd, as at death's final ſtroke, 
Boaſt no reſemblance to the manly oak. 
When the warm ſun advances in his ſigns, 


And with invigorating radiance ſhines ; 
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When nipping froſts and blaſting winds are gone, 
Laſt of the grove his raiment he puts on; 

Or when the lord of day his heat withdraws, 
And ſeaſons change by univerſal laws; 

Laſt of the foreſt too, with decent pride, 

His robes of ſhining green he lays aſide, 

Thus he, the rational conſiſtent man, 

Who aQts on Virtue's fair and ſteady plan, 

Feels no abrupt elation in his mind, 

When Fortune, fickle favourite, 1s kind ; 

Nor mean depreſſion, though her wheel caſt up 
Some evil to embitter life's ſad cup. 

Some men, quite ſoft and feminine in make, 
At common things propheticall y quake. oy 
Tf but diſeaſe attacks his neighbour's fol]. 
Or on his barns the caſual flame takes hold; 
If an eclipſe (foretold) the welkin throuds, 
Or thunders burii from agitated clouys ; 
If but a meteor ſhoots acreſe the ſæy, 

Or ſome untimely funeral paſles by : 


His mind with omens and forebodings ſwells, 


And ev'ry look his ſuperſtition tells. 

Such in the Oak no pleaſing likeneſs find, 

Foes to themſclycs, nor friends to humankind. 
Vor. II. P 
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HE grandee from his palace caſts his eye, 
To view his noble group of objects nigh; 

The time- rent ruin, with huge turrets fac'd, 
The temple on ſome elevation plac'd; 
The woody lab'rinth planted without bound, 
The coſtly buildings ſcatter'd all around; 
From ſmoke the city riſing by degrees, 
The hamlet ſhaded by ſurrounding trees ; 
The lofty bridge, whoſe arches proudly riſe, 
The diſtant ocean mixing with the ſkies ; 
The round fir clump, cloth'd in perennial green, 


The cloud topt mountain, through perſpective ſeen ; 


The g 1ded ſteeple far-remote beheld, 
The river in broad ſheets of water ſwell'd ; 


— The well-known oak — but ah ! no oak appears, 


Beneath the load of venerable years —— 


« What! gone? — impoſſible!“ — ama z d he cries, 


« Sure ſome unuſual languor dims mine eyes ; 
«« Say not, admir'd but ſome few hours before, 
«+ The beauty of the landſcape is no more.” 
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Again, he looks incredulous to all, 

Too ſoon convinc'd of thy untimely fall, 

A ſolitary proſp: & only left, 

Of every wonted ornament bercft. 

He ſhuts his window with indignant haſte, 

Diſguſted at man's poverty of taſte ; 

Whoſe narrow views ſtill point at fordid pelt, 

Of mankind fond, but fonder of himſelf, 
Around this amply-braaching ſhade, how tt 

With bended neck, or proud head toſs'd aloft, 

Has the young ſteed, of gen'rous birth, regal'd 

On ſucculent repaſts that never fail'd ? 

From hence led forth, obedient to the ſipn, 

To form in rich capariſon the line ; 

Unmov'd from ſtern diſdain and martial pride, 

Though cohorns burſt in thunder at his ſide; 

The coronet-adorn'd machine to grace, 

With lordly port and'art-conduRted pace; 

To run the ſtated courſe's crouded round, 

Scarce left a foot-track loit'ring on the ground ; 

Or ſtretch, o'er yonder heath's unmeaſur'd ſpace, 

Each ſwellin muſcle in the jovial chace, 

While hopes of :1umph ſtrange delight impart, 

And with big tumults heave his bounding hcar:. 
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But let the muſe deſcribe, wich grateful ſtrain, 
The nobleſt animal that fecds the plain. 
How his brac'd nervous finews ſwell with ſtrength ! 
How gracefal in his ſhape, his height, his length! 
How elegantly careleſs flows his mane ! 
How ſweeps his tail luxuriant on the plain! 
How ſmooth the gloſſy poliſh of his ſkin! 
How prompt each various gait he wantons in ! 
How vigour his broad turgid cheſt expands! 
How ſwiftly he careers! how firm he ſtands ! 
His ears how exquiſitely pair'd alike ! 
How equally his limbs in motion ſtrike ! 
How from his noſtcils, in ſucceſſive wreaths, 
EMux of life, the fire ethereal breathes ! 
Beyond whate'er reſemblance can imply, 
How bright the vital fluid of each eye ! 
How airy, how vivacious, how alert, 
His fearleſs ſpirit, and unconquer'd heart! 
Ah! now, around the well-remember'd tree, 
No more to friſk, from the rude ſnaffle free 
No more, with heat and food luxurious cloy'd, 
Prefer its ſhade to ſuns and meads enrjoy's ! 
Where ſhall the reapers now their revels hold, 


With p. Mons all of one attemper'd meld; 
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No more, each with his ſmirking, red-cheek'd maid, 
To feaſt beneath this hoſpitable ſhade ; 
Where, gather'd in the produce of the ſoil, 
They erſt relax'd themſelves from annual toil 3 
Where peals ſonorous of broad laughter rung, 
Each told his tale, and each his ſonnet ſung; 
Where inoffenſive jokes ran quick as thought 
From mouth to mouth, as by infection caught; 
Where copious draughts diſſolv'd each heart in mirth 
And gave a thouſand pleaſing frolics birth: 
Where ſhall the reapers now, at noon, reſort, 
To ſhare returns of ſuch unenvy'd ſport ? 

Round CELaDox, the univerſal friend 
Of all that once to merit could pretend, 
(If we may here, licens'd by critic's law, 
From things inanimate reſemblance draw} 
The ſocial circle thus were wont to ſit, 
Charm'd with his manly eloquence and wit; 
To hear him, not like learning's pedant tribe, 
Virtue in her own native form deſcribe, 
Which raviſnes the more, the nearer ſeen, 
No veil ſcholaſtic, no diſguiſe between. 
With what a graceful eaſe his language flow'd, 
Which not by ſtarts, but uniformly glow'd ! 
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A nicety thoſe never can practiſe, 

In pomp of words whoſe only merit lies, 

Now all the ſenſes ſeem an eye ingroſs'd, 

Now 1n an ear with equal wonder loſt. 

His ſtyle by ſtudy haply might be caught, 

But not his ſimple elegance of thought. 

There he excell'd, unrival'd and alone, 

With fancy, manner, ſenſe, and taſte, his own. 

He ſcorn'd that formal diſingenuous part, 

To point out virtues ſtrangers to his heart. 

On thoſe that grac'd his life he only dwelt, 

And ev'ry ſentiment he painte.', felt. 

Each fine emotion he judg'd friendſhip by, 

Smil'd in his cheek, or ſparkled in bis eye. 
He that a name for virtue would acquire, 

Muſt do far more than merely to admire. 

Fools may admire, but none, except the wiſe, 

Know where the duty, or the merit hes ; 

And knowing, with refinement ſhar'd by few, 

Perioru. th ne, and claim the other too. 

He that loves Virtue, for pure Virtue's {.ke, 

Wou!d her prefer, though crowns themſelves at ſtake. 

Such more reipe& by one good action pays, 

Than who compiles a volume in her praiſe, 
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To think, and act well, are two diſtinct things, 
That oft from pride, this but from wiſdom ſprings. 
A man, by thinking, oft becomes a fool, 

With all the boaſted learning of the ſchool ; 
While he whoſe thoughts but the bare ſurface ſkim, 
Is juſtly ſtyl'd a SocraTEs to him. 

Virtue reſides not in the head, but heart, 

The man of theory loves her but in part, 

Or loves, as men love courtiers, for their place, 
As on his ethics ſhe confers a grace, 

Not for herſelf does ſhe his value win, 

But for the garb his pride arrays her in. 

In the profound of thought he loves to fink, 
And pities thoſe that tarry on the brink, 

He dives for treaſure, but his depth exceeds, 
And finds himſelf involv'd in mire and weeds ; 
While be, who only walks along the ſhore, 

A diamond ſpies, or meets with golden ore. 
The man, whole life's a tranſcript of his heart, 
Act, ooth a ſelfiih, and a gen'rous part; 

Above the bait of honour and of pelf, 

He cheats no mortal, nor deccives himſelf, 

Such CeLaDon, the gentle and the kind, 

His morals faultleſs, as his taſte refin'd. 
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Him no falſe lights, no empty theories led 
From Virtue's fane, from Wiſdom's fountain-head. 
By truth's unerring optics ſtill he view'd 
The path of liſe, and viewing it, purſu'd. 

But CZTA Dbox, though thus admir'd by all, 
Got to his native ſkies an early call, 
Merit, or virtue of ſublime degree, 
Men are below permitted but to ſee, 
Not-claim, as property transferr'd to them 
Like the rich ſpotted fur, or coſtly gem. 
So, in the compaſs of a thouſand years, 
The comet, glorious ſtranger, juſt appears, . 
Then, on his journey, worlds regret his flay, 
Through depths of ether ſweeps his dazzling way. 
Bleſſings and talents, of ſuperiour kind, 
Seldom for long duration ſeem defign'd ; 
Angels to ſuch their fond pretenſions make, 
With mortals here ambitious to partake. 
Ah! how unequal, whatſoe'er the prize, 
The rival claim between the earth and ſkies ! 
Hence CELapon, few thus refign their breath, 
Was ſnatch'd by ſudden, not unwelcome death ; - 


Snatch'd to thoſe regions of eternal day, 
Where worth and virtue bloom without decay, 
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At noon he heard the duns and obey'd, 

Without one murmur, ere the evening - ſhade ; 

More haſty not the unexpected blow 

That laid this Oak's umbrageous honours low. 
No more ſhall punctual lovers here repair, 

The faithful ſhepherd, nor unconſcious fair, 


To interchange each other's ſoft deſires, 
In accents ſuch as pureſt love inſpires ; 
To form their tender wiſhes in a figh, 
To ſpeak the melting language of the eye; 
Or ſweetly, in alternate meaſures, ſing 
That mutual paſſion whence their tranſports ſpring : 
While May's gay ſongſters, with unwearied throats, 
Warble their finely-modulated notes ; 
While gales in ſcarce-heard whiſpers fan them round, 
Breathing the odours of the flowery ground, 
And every moment with unuſual ſpeed, 
As envious, ſeems its fellow to ſucceed, 
Hail Love ! whoſe ſubtile eſſence can pervade 
The deepeſt ſolitude and thickeſt ſhade ; 
Like lightning with ethereal ſwiftneſs dart 
Through the receſſes of the humaa heart, 
Each appetite to thy ſubjection bring, 
Guide Life's chief movements, touch its every ſpring ! 
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Nor only, in the ſummer of our days, 

Thy active magic its effects diſplays, 

When Youth's keen wiſhes ſparkle in the eye, 


And with wild throbs the conſcious pulſe beats high. 


Our Winter owns thy vivifying ray, 

When worn-out Nature feels a quick decay. 
The frozen current, ſtagnate in our veins, 

A new. excited undulation gains; 

Life's half. ſpent lamp renews its languid fires, 
And ſtrange delight each feeble ſenſe inſpires. 
But for that gentle charm deriv'd from thee, 
What perfe& ſavages would mortals be ? 

Leſs tame than yonder tenants of the wild, 

For beaſts themſelves by thee are render'd mild; 
The lion fierce ſtills his appalling roar, 

And wolves forget to ſtain their jaws with gore. 
Oh! may my boſom till thy tranſports know, 
There may thy milder ardours ever glow, . 

Free from the torments, nothing can aſſuage, 
Of diſappointed hope and jealous rage; 

Free from the dry reſerve, the cool diſguſt, 
And guilty tumults of licentious luſt. 


So ſhall the ſame kind venerable tree 
Of ſeeming oppoſites productive be: 


1 a. 
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That lambent flame, which it provok'd before, 
Now happily reſtrain, to riſe no more. 
Thus the ſame ray, that ſcorches up the plains, 
Cools the thin juices in the melon's veins. 
The ſame kind lunar orb, with occult powers, 
DireQts the ebbing and the flowing hours. 

Ah! hapleſs tree! each circling ſeaſon ſpent, 
How many will thy abſent ſhades lament ; 


Kind refuge to the apprehenſive ſwain, 
When thunder-clouds diſſolv'd in haſty rain! 


So, when ſome gen'rous guardian of mankind, 
Deceas'd, leaves weeping half the world behind ; 
Our thoughts no other ſubject can ingroſs, 

We ſpeak but to deplore the general loſs. 
Time, place, and circumſtance, recall to mind 
His preſence, with officiouſneſs unkind, 

Who now like him, benevolent to all, 

A friend, a guardian, at ſoft pity's call, 

To ſcreen Misfortune in whatever form, 

As once this tree a covert from the ſtorm * 

As it the foremoſt beauty of its kind, 

So he the glory of his race deſign'd. 

The youthful ſhepherd penſive and ſorlorn, 
Long tyrant Love's unworthy ſhackles worn, 
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Henceforth no more, with ready hand, ſhall mark 
The dear initials on thy tender bark ; 
The dear initials of his charmer's name, 
Ah! unaffected by a mutual flame! 
Happy, each early morn, or cloſing eve, 
To read the well-known characters, and grieve ; 
With all his paſſions melting in his eyes, 
The only comfort his hard lot ſupplies. 

No more the ſprightly circle ſhall be ſeen 
Beneath thy ſhady canopy of green; 
Pleas'd to run through, with intermingled glance, 
The mazy evolutions of the dance; 
While graceful every limb obſequious moves, 
As each with ſelf-applauding ſmile approves ; 
Pleas'd to detect, what each would fondly hide, 
From arch reſerve, or baſhful maiden pride. 

leas'd their fluſh'd charms ſhould have this twain 
All to behold, not one the art ſuſpect. effect, 
How freſh, how virid look'd thy penſile gloom ! 
Amongf thy boughs how zephyrs breath'd perfume 4 
No more in leafy pomp to wave above, 
The youthful ſports of innocence and love! 

What mighty revolutions haſt thou ſeen, 


Thy ſoot of infar.cy and fall between, 
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While monarchs to inexorable death, 

Reſign'd at once their ſceptre and their breath; 
Others advanc'd ſucceſſive in their room, 
Victims ere long to the ſame common doom? 
What changes from unapprehended ſprings, 
What unexpected turns of human things, 
While millions of the bluſt'ring ſons of Pride, 
That ſeem'd the world by ſuffrage to divide, 
Strutted with rude inſulting air a while, 

Then dropt forgot, amid ev'n Fortune's ſmile ? 
So inſets ſport in yonder noontide ray, 

Swept by the firſt inclement blaſt away. 

So painted maſhrooms riſe with morning-light, 
And diſappear ere the approach of night. 

So bubbles on the pool, beneath a ſhow'r, 
Vaniſh and ſwell, ten thouſand in an hovr. 
But now with them thy triumph's likewiſe o'er, 


To mark time's ſtrange viciſſitudes no more. 


To mark the labours of vain plodding man, 
The ſons to finiſh what their fires began ; 
To mark thoſe deep deſigus late time unfolds, 
That daily conflict Vice with Virtue holds, 
Though from the field compell'd oft to remove, 
Virtue, at laſt, ſole conqueror to prove. 

Vor. II. Q 
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Such the reflections, at the Muſe's call, 
That ſhall, auſpicious tree, attend thy fall ; 
Such moral hints hence in gradation riſe, 
As ſchool-bred Learning may not bluſh to prize. 

But ah ! no ſwain henceforward ſhall behold 
Thy early ſummits ting'd with liquid gold, 
Propitious ſign that, to expecting eyes, 
The lord of day will viſit ſoon the ſkies : 
Or when the moon, pale majeſty of night, 
Effuſive ſpreads abroad her ſacred light, 
No late-returning hind ſhall ſee diſplay'd 
In waving ſilver thy expanſive ſhade ; 
Kind hint, no longer on vain cares to roam, 
But haſten to his wiſhing conſort home. 

Thus he whom true philoſophy ſtyles wiſe, 
A rational expectant of the ſkies ; 
Who walks in Virtue's conſecrated ways, 
Amid the ſunſhine of his Maker's praiſe ; 
Who earth contemns, and as immortal lives, 
Though nearer death each round the dial gives; 
Such ſhines a living proof, ſome ages paſt, 
No longer this uncertain ſtate ſhall laſt ; 
This ſtate of anarchy, of guilt and doubt, 


Where wrapt in night poor mortals grope about, 
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Grope round for happineſs, but never trace, 

Or graſp a lifeleſs phantom in her place; 

Each ſcene from errour and confuſion freed, 

Eternal day unclouded ſhall ſucceed : ' 

Why Virtue, elſe, unworthily diftreſs'd, 

Worn out with trouble, and with grief oppreſ.'d ? 

Why ſtill ſucceſsful and triumphant Vice, 

Her very ſmiles eſteem'd at Virtue's price: 

To each a friendly warning, to forſake 

That courſe commenc'd from folly or mittaice ; 

From laws of moral force miſunderſtood, 

From falſe conceptions of the only god; 

From voluntary floth, to guilt akin, 

From looſe abandon'd principles within ; 

From pre poſſeſſion, caprice, or from pride, 

That all alike the footſteps turn aſide: 

By ſuch a noble effort of the mind, 

His nature's higheſt happineſs to find; 

His wiſhes b-unded by time's narrow ſpan, 

To riſe an angel, though inhum'd a man. 
But did we here that happineſs define, 

Which beſt deicrves the epithet, divine; 

For which mankind ten thouſand projects tin, 


'-oatented live, and almoſt bear to die 
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Not at the Cyx1c's threſhold ſhould we ſtumble, 
But call it, in plain language, being humble. 
Let empty ſophiſts various ſtyles beſtow, 

This one word names all happineſs below, 
Here let the judgwent reſt, conjecture ceaſe, 
And here be ey*ry paſſion lull'd to peace. 

With confidence let man depend alone 

Upon himſelf, and truſt his bliſs to none. 

This reaſon dictates, prudence recommends, 
Prudence and reaſon ever mutual friends ; 

'This common ſenſe approves, that never looks, 
For obvious truths, to colleges or books ; 
Convinc'd from Nature's fair and ample page, 
Not the vain gueſſes of bewilder'd fage. 

Some wits, in letters of gigantic ſize, 

Who view plain things with ſcientific eyes, 
Take mighty pains a needleſs fact to prove, 
Becauſe to wrangle ſuch ſupremely love ; 

And ſtill they learn'dly write, as if we doubted, 
'Till volumes ſwell, about it and about it. 


Such are indeed a harmleſs ſet of men, 
That wield, but not offenfively, the pen. 
The injury is to themſelves they do, 
Theirs is the toil, but not the profit too; 
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Theirs many a reſtleſs night, and anxious day, 


No laurel crown their ſervice to repay, 


For few buy works, conceit with trifling mix'd, 


To fix a faith, that never was unfix'd. 
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Hus truths, not unimportant to the wiſe, 

From unſuſpeRed ſources may ariſe. 
On the bare lonely ſtrand, or rocky height, 
A coſtly diamond oft arreſts the fight ; 
On mountains wild, or deſert- tracts below, 
Herbs of ineſtimable virtues gro. 
Let none pronounce the ſubje barren then, 
Trees may be taught ſometimes to lecture men; 
The vegetable world thoſe thoughts iuſpire 
That love from poring ſages to retite; 
Deride the vaunted knowledge of the age, 
Learn' d from conceit, not Nature's ſacred page. 
Theſe, taught in ſome ſublime dida ic lay, 
Might mend our manners by the ſureſt way ; 


Force our tumuituous paſſions to ſubſide, 


And humble the aſpiring brow of pride. 
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But though enrich'd by theſe, till in the grois 
Our profit's nearly balanc'd by the loſs. 
No more the youth, by love of ſcience ſmit, 
Shall under thy leaf-wove umbrella fit ; 
Charm'd with the wide diffuſion of thy ſprays, 
Impervious to the noontide - pointed rays ; 
No care-form'd wrinkles on his brow impreſt, 
That mark the anxious thoughts eſtrang'd to reſt ; 
That mark the inward bias diſinclin'd 
To ſtudy, and the purſuits of the mind; 
Thoſe objects that aſſimilate the taſte 
To Nature's ſtandard, ever rightly plac'd ; 
Stamp on the paſſive heart each ſoft impreſs, 
And bounds preſcribe to ev'ry wrong exceſs ; 
Render the thoughts capacious, to extend 
Not merely to exiſtence, but the end ; 
Net to a moment's unſubſtantial good, 
But laſting, as by Virtue underſtood, 
Diſtinguiſh'd thus, the ſtudious youth no mere 
Shall here advance in Wiſdom's hallow'd lore. 
No more conſult each deeply-labour'd page, 
The well- collected knowledge of an age; 
Where Nature's grand arcanas lie explain'd, 
W here manners glow depicted as they reign'd ; 
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Mark'd all the changes of this lower ball, 
While in ſucceſſion empires riſe or fall ; 
Kings are dethron'd, or ſlaves to monarchs rais'd, 
Thoſe lights extinguiſh'd that ſuperiour blaz'd ; 
Lights of the church, the cabinet, and field, 
Immortal names, that only once could yield ! 
Lights, far remov'd from Fame's illuſtrious ſtrife, 
That ſhone in circles of domeſtic life ; 
Though fainter their reſtricted radiance glows, 
Theſe not leſs glorious to a ſtate than thoſe. 
No more, with eye elate, and kindled thought, 
To reliſh beauties by example taught, 
Shall he in thy romantic gloom peruſe 
The fine deſcriptions of the moral muſe ; 
Where wit and humour charm with native eaſe, 
By ſtealth ſurpriſe us, and by magic pleaſe, 
Where delicately fcetch'd each object looks 
As drawn from living nature, not from books ; 
Where fancy's gay ideal pictures ſhine, 
And manly ſenſe inſpirits ev'ry line: 
While taſte, as eyes illuminate the face, 
Throw over all an elegance and grace. 

In ſuch a ſhade, ſtill ſacre to the Nine, 
Was wont the Mantuan poet to recline ; 
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While Fancy round ſpread her acreal wings, 
Fancy to view that earth's each beauty brings, 
Howe'er diſpers'd, beneath whatever ſuns, 

As each ſoft ſmiling month its progreſs runs. 
To ſhepherds and their flocks his lute he ſtrung, 
Of ſylvan ſcenes, of groves, and fountains ſung. 
Taught huſbandmen, in highly-poliſh'd ſtrains, 
How to improve the culture of their plains; 
zehold their luſty herds innumerous thrive, 
And whence Autumnal treaſures to derive. 

In ſuch a ſhade the CaLtpoxian fam's 

Was early by the partial Muſes nam'd, 

Jo paint the Seaſons, that in turns appear, 

To fing the glories of the circling year. 

From his fine pen what apt deſcriptions flow ! 
What finiih'd landſcapes from his pencil plow ! 
] he charms of Nature were but rudely known, 

Till graceful in his matchleſ; numbers thown : 
v.arcc fairer they our nas ed eyes attract, 

Than in his oft embelli:? ments when deck'd. 

What noble themes the ſilent gl»om infpire-, 

Genius awake with all her kindied fnes ! 

What vicious prompt th. bard cc iatic laid 


Beneath ſome full-ſpread oak's umbrageous ſhage, 
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Like that the Muſe has now eſſay'd to ſing, 

No more the boaſt of Culture and of Spring. 
No more to thee, at Evening's wiſh'd return, 

While ſacred ardours in her boſom burn, 

Shall rapt Philoſophy her footſteps bend, 

Intent on man, his origin and end; 

The glories of his intellectual frame, 

Tranſcendent as that Being whence they came ; 

That point him out, his fetters left behind, 

For Heaven and immortality defign'd ; 

His ſenſes, all the wonders of his make, 

That of a nature leſs ſublime partake ; 

Yet not leſs neceflary, as they tend 

To one juſt, ſapient, well-adapted end : 

Why ſent below, a moment or an age, 

To act his part on life's oft-trodden ſtage ; 

The appetites and paſſions in his train, 

With dignity the drama to ſuſtain ; 

With dignity, while Virtue over rules, 

And their internal fire excites or cools ; 

Then ſteal behind the ſcene from human eyes, 

The gaze of fools, or wonder of the wiſe : 

What renders him with reptiles on a par, 

Reaſon to inſtin oft inferiour far ; 
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Or lifts him in the ſcale of beings high, 
Angels his kindred, his retreat the ſky, 
| Fain to ſecure the harbour of the grave, 
| T-115'd to a.d fro on life's tempeſtuous wave. 
| Such objects, by thy gloom inſpiring caught, 
No more ruſh boundleſs on her crouded thought. 
| No more night's ſolemn birds, at twilight gloom, 
Amid thy boughs their doleful notes reſume ; 
That give an irkſome melancholy joy 
| To whom lone Solitude's flill cares employ. 
Such, muſing, as diſconſolate deplore 
A parent, or a conſort, ah! no more; 
Or, with remembrance that ſurpaſſes all 
Diſtreſs, a boſom friend's untimely fall! 
Whoſe hopes, purſuits, and wiſhes were the ſame, 
Honeſt aiike in mutual praiſe, or blame; 
Whoſe kindred ſouls bore one impreſſive ſtamp, 
No ſor did ſtrife their ſocial joys to damp ; 
To diſunite that union, which below 
None but ſublime congenial ſpirits know. 
When, on his mid-day throne, the ſun diſplays 
Hi: centre-felt refulgency of blaze, 
Attracted by thy moiſt expan't of itade, 
No more beneath the poet ſhall be laid. 
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To celebrate his Maker's glorious praiſe, 

Whoſe coaſummate deſign each ſcene diſplays, 

Whether the contemplation wafted glance 

Traverſes earth, or yonder blue expanſe ; 

Whoſe wiſdom, goodneſs, and reſiſtleſs pow'r, 

Shine worthy of the Godhead ev'ry hour ; 

And all for man, fair offspring ſtyl'd his own, 

His image, the free ſubject of his throne. 

No more each ſeaſon's mild approach to ſing, 

The ſheaf-crown'd Autumn, or the flow'r-wreath'd 

With all the gay attendants in their train, [Spring, 

That jocund trip the cowſlip-broider'd plain. 

No more, if Love's heart-kindled paſſion warms, 

Inſpir'd by Beau.y's faicinating charms, 

Jo paint the exquiſite ſenſation felt, 

Sigh in ſoft meaſure, or in numbers melt. 

Hail gen'rous ardour of the ſoften'd heart, 

Which more implies than language can impart; 

From whoſe kind impulſe rather than be free, 

We had at once much better ceaſe to be ; 

Relinquiſh all that mortals good de ne, 

Fame's circling laurel, and the golden mine! 
Henceforth no painter, on ſome hill-ci = lac'd, 


Shall view the landſcape by thy pretence grac'd; 
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In deep-green majeſty of foliage dreſt, 
On humbler ſhoots a kind protection caft. 
No more his pencil guide the gloſly ink, 
Hills here to raiſe, and valleys there to fink ; 
Transfer thy beauties to his fine-ſketch'd view, 
To wave in miniature, and bloom anew. 
Uncouth would now appear his objects drawn, 
Abſent thy ſhades, the glory of the lawn, 
Thus, to depaint the manners of the times, 
Diverſfy'd by virtues and by crimes ; 
Figures in ev'ry attitude beheld, 
Perſens and things, that variouſly excell'd, 
Aſſum'd new faces, acted different parts, 
Faſhions, and humours, policies, and arts ; 
How naked, how impoveriſh'd would appear 
The awkward portrait of each buſy year, 
If that fine character which Virtue draws, 
Stamp'd with a nation's ſuffrage of applauſe, 
Did not within the artiſt's compaſs fall, 
To throw a glow of beauty over all ? 
For he, the good, the wiſe, the godlike man, 
Who from a worthy, ſettled, vigorous plan, 
Not merely to be popularly great, 
Promotes the native welfare of a ſlate ; 
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He caſts a charm o'er the hiſtoric page, 

A luſtre that reflects on every age; 

As once theſe branches venerable threw 

A certain grace o'er the Turrounding view. 
Soon as abroad, the ſofter ſeaſon paſt, 

Forth iſſues winter's unauſpicious blaſt, 

The tender ſhrubs their orphan ſtate bemoan, 

Deny'd their wonted ſhelter round them thrown ; 

Deny'd thy genial moiſture ſhed about, 

When heat unſufferably glows without ; 

When vegetable life ſeems halt deftroy'd, 

No cooling breeze, no Jenient ſhow'rs enjoy'd. 
So mourns the man, with ſorrow- ſtreaming eyes, 

When his much-honour'd bene factor dies; 

Whoſe bounty, with no mean reſtrictions ſhown, 

Soften'd his cares ſcarce ſufferable grown; 

Bade Plenty ſmile, each pleaſing comfort felt, 

Where Want before emaciated dwelt. 

Oh! ſad reverſe ! each ſpecies of diſtreſs 

Aſſails him, now, deſpairing of redreſs ; 

Save from an cqual virtuous calm within, 

A peaceful conſcience unalarm'd by fin. 

Nor ſin ks the noble ſoul beneath his load, 

On whom ſuch liberal bleſſings are beſtow'd, 
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An accident may him of wealth deprive, 
But not of hopes immortal, flill alive. 

He ne'er repines for eaſe enjoy d erewhile, 
But turns the frown of fortune to a ſmile. 

Man ſeldom with confiſtent thought attends, 
Still on himſelt how much through life depends, 
To find that happineſs he would attain ; 
Hence his laborious ſearch fo often vain. 

Ten thouſand ſchemes invention fond employs, 
We range life's circle of phantaſtic joys ; 
Immerge 1n cares, to diſlant climates roam, 

To ſeek that treaſure, only found at home. 
Would you be happy, nor oblig'd to pelf ? 
Forſake the croud, and live within yourſelf. 
There you a world in miniature will find, 
Though not exact in bulk, exact in kind; 
The various paſſions, bred in Wiſdom's ſchool, 
Or Errour's, that the multitude o'er- rule. 
From theſe then diſciplin'd your peace derive, 
Nor other means of happineſs contrive. 

Nen take indeed, but rarely men beſtow, 

As rivers to their ſprings ne'er backward flow. 
From home-ſet graftures your contentment ſhocts, 


Tho' flouriſh trees ſometimes from borrow'd roots; 
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Not fo our ſturdy oak, aloft it gre, 
Nor juices fave from tative tendrils dew. 

Each ſeaſon, as it runs its deſtin'd race, 
Paſſing ſhall miſs thee in thy wonted place; 
Spring to prepare thy verdant ſuit, anon 
Preſented thec by Sammer to put on; 

Autumn thy little prozeny to bid 

Cling to each ſuckling branch, in embryo hid ; 
Winter, attended by his >laſts, to throw 
Around thy naked arms his ſheets of ſnow. 
'The ivy, late thy waiſt fond claſp'd around, 
Shall un ambicious creep along the ground, 

Till, in her progreſs, ſome majeſtic tree 

She haply meets, of tow'ring growth like thee ; 
To tell, if ſuch her happy fortune ſpies, 

How low reduc'd, and ſeek his aid to riſe, 

Thus merit, elevated once on high, 
Attracting the fond gaze of every eye; 

When by inextricable cauſes thrown 

From that ſuperiour rank where late ſhe ſhone ; 
(For errour, doubt, and accident involve 

1 he nobleſt purpoſe, and the beſt reſolve) 
Paſſes her days in ſome ſequeſter'd ſport, 


Deſpis'q; her former grandeur, or forgot; 
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Obſcure her home, which trees in friendſhip hide, 

Far from the inſolent approach of Pride; 

Perhaps beneath the preſſure of diſtreſs, 

Till ſome reverſe of Fortune make it leſs ; 

Some caſt thrown up on her fantaſtic wheel, 

Whence mortals half their joys and ſorrows feel, 

Sets her reluctant in her priſtine ſtate, 

Not likely then more happy, though more great. 
But now the Muſe too much protracts her ſong, 

To ſimple themes thoughts ſimply turn'd belong; 

And while on ſuch we brevity preſerve, 

Haply from critic's precepts leſs we ſwerve. 

Yet if inſtruction points the tedious lay, 

Why not for once uncenſur'd diſobey ? 

If ſuch ſtrict laws utility condemn, 

Say, why not decently diſſent from them? 

Unauthoriz'd by uſe, though pride of ſchools, 

What merit boaſts a ſet of formal rules ? 

A clock, with all the workman's fineſt art, 

Finiſh'd in ev'ry nice-adjuſted part, 

Without the pendulum, to make it go, 

Were but a ſchool-boy's toy, a rareeſhow. 

To touch the heart's more glorious, reaſon ſays 

Than ſet to work ten learn'd heads in our praiſe. 
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That ſource of tender feeling, friendſhip, love, 
Where Life's quick ſubtile ſprings concenter'd move, 
Could but the numbers, with ſoft impulſe, make 
To melt in ſorrow, or to rapture wake; 

Critics unnoted ſhould diſpute the cauſes, 

In Learning's court, of ſyllables and pauſes. 

From thee then, Oak, though long in ruins ſun, 

A ſapleſs, bare, unanimated trunk, 

Mankind, with admiration and ſurpriſe, 

o bind my brows, ſhould ſee the laurel riſe. 
Henceforward, at the ſoft return of Spring, 
With frequent chirp, and rapture-quiver'd wing, 
No birds coaven'd ſhall croud thy naked boughs, 

To interchange their hymeneal vows; 

All eager with their feliloy/-mates to pair, 

One common fortune through the year to hate; 
In ſwect domeſtic cares, and ſcenes of joy, 
Their taſk-appoiated mo nents to employ ; 

No. cool reſerve, no loud contentious ſtrife, 

To mar the comforts of their quiet life. 

And ſhall the teatacr'd tribe examp. es prove 
To thoſe made one y wedlock — nut by love? 
Shall tuch o'erſpread the virgin's cheek ich ſhame, 
Conſcious her words or attions merit blame? 
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Shall ſullen frowns becloud that beauteous face, 
Where we ſhould ever the ſoft ſun-beam trace ? 
Shall wrath diſtort thoſe features, moulded ſmooth 
By Nature's hand, to ſoften and to ſoothe ? 

Shall fragrant cherry lips diſpart, to ſhow 

Teeth clos'd with rage in double ivory row ? 

Shall eyes, which meekly radiant ſhould be found, 
Sparkle with irs, or flaſh the lightning round ? 
Shall that inchanting tongue o'erflow with gall, 
Whence honey ſhould alone effuſive fall? 

'That dove-like boſom with commotions ſwell, 


Where peace, and joy, and hope ſhould only dwell ? 

That graceful preſence, that angelic form, 

Be furious toſs'd in paſſion's ſelf-rais'd ſtorm ? 
With all the gentle virtues in her train, 

That love to give delight, but never pain; 

With all the modeſt ornaments of pride, 

Nor to expoſe her beauties, nor to hide 

With all her charms of manner, form, and mien, 

To gain reſpect, not barely to be ſeen; 

Her ſweetneſs, candour, delicacy, eaſe, 

And graces inexpreſſible to pleaſe ; 

Woman ſeems Heaven's firſt faireſt gift to man, 

The conſummation of her Maker's plan, 
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But when fierce paſſions in her breaſt engage, 
With ev'ry burſt of agitated rage; 

Throw into ferment her ſerener frame, 

Nor redden once her cheek with conſcious ſhame, 
(The maid grown bold to run pert Folly's range) 
What boſom fighs not at the ftriking change ? 
Now, ſhe appears than mortal ſomewhat more, 
And ſmiles, that we may InD1ian-like adore; 
Now, in our wonder ſomething leſs ſhe ſeems, 
While all may pity, but not one eſteems. 

Would female hearts with true ambition glow, 
Know Nature, and ſtill practiſe what you know. 
This will AzDEL1ia's boaſted art outvie, 

And charm beyond the twinkle of an eye ; 
This Livia's cheek with finer red will fluſh, 
Than the vain carmine's artificial bluſh ; 

This will give native grace to CEL IA's air, 

And make AminraA ſomething more than fair, 
To all the charms of perſon and of face, 
Jateriour ſweetneſs, and external grace; 

Did but the fair endeavour to excell 

By thinking juſtly, whence flows acting well; 
How would each youth low paltry pelf contemu, 
Poſſeſs d of more than gold, poſſeſs d of them 
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This Lucia finds, a pattern to the fair, 
And this will all who her diſcretion ſhare. 

Nor do harſh frowns become his lofty brow 
Who fond with her partakes the neptial vow. 
His temper, leſs by gentle methods rul'd, 
Should by refle&ion be diſcregtly cool'd. 

With headitrong paſſions, Nature gave him too 

Reaſon their rage iicentious to ſubdue, 

Elſe things inadequate had ſhe beſtow'd, 

And goodneſs leſs than wanton malice ſnow'd. 

Though ſtyl'd the lord of earth, with haughty claim, 

Of both the just authority's the (ame ; 

A right to rule he boaſls on no pretence, 

Unle(s from knowledge or ſuperiour ſenſe ; 

And who would not with promptitude obey, 

When wiidom or when virtue bears the ſway ? 
ail facred tate! where each a treaſure finde, 

Marriage, thou cement of congenial minds ! 

1k 1ate-:1ed knot, death can alone undo! 

Hail rite myſterious to make one of two! 

Pleas'd would the Muſe thy myſtic charms define, 

It not digrefiive from her main deſign ; | 

The gloomy Muſe, whom elegy detains 


In joyleſs numbers and lugubrious ſtrains. 
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Nor tears alone o'erflow her gricf-\woln eyes, 

When worth deceaſes, or a STELLA dies ; 
An inſe& cruſh'd preſented to her eye, 
Can lift her tender boſom to a ſigh ; 

The fate untimely of a ne- blown flow'r, 
Or tree luxuriant that was wont to tow'r. 

III- fated Oak ! could not thy matchleſs ſize, 

So vaſt an object to admiring eyes, 

Thy knotty firmneſs opportune have fav'd 

Thy form with ſach pre-eminence that wav'd ? 
Thou, whoſe hard fides can forceful balls repel, 
Brave the rough wintry ſurge and tempeſt fell; 
Support the mighty palace, yet at length 

Ages to view thee unimpair'd in ſtrength; 
What ſhall a hatchet's momentary blow 
Lay all thy proud diſplay of grandeur low ? 

So have we ſeen an impious monarch pale, 
His courage faint, his limbs beneath him fail; 
Seen his teeth chatter, ſwim his troubled fight, 
His looks aghaſt, his hair on end with fright, 
His countenance in dumb amazement fall, 
Whea he beheld the writing on the wall : 

The haughty look fled from his princely brow, 
His meaneſt ſlave ſeems ſcarce beneath him now. 
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Yet danger he could face, ſuperiour far, 
And plunge amid the thickeſt ſtorms of war; 
Without a ſhrink ſze Death tremendous ſlay 
His thouſands and ten thouſands in a day; 
"The ſpear extended to deiroy oppoic, 
And meet the arrow pointed by his foes. 
But through his vicals dire diſmay now reigns, 
A gelid torpor creeps along his veins 
Though ſpirit erit through all his actions ran, 
Now he appears an object leſs than man. 
Whatc'er the previous trials that befall, 
Death, in approach, is terrible to all. 
With great or leſs diſmay his arrows ſtrike, 
Haply the dread but in degree unlike, 
Nature recoils at the ſevere decree, 
Howe'er incurr'd, by which we ceaſe to be: 
The brain thought and ſenſation to convey, 


The lungs to vibrate, and the heart to play. 


How ſtartled vitious minds with ſhrouds and urn; 


Death the vain boaſter to a coward turns. 


The impulſe of an agitated vein, 


Supply'd with ſudden tranſports from the brain ; 


Tue fart of vengeance, or the flaſh of ire, 


May temporary courage oft inſpire ; 


I. MA le. » of © 4 


oo BE. 


II 


cutting down of an OA x. 203 


When danger leſſens to the blinded eye, 

And the 1mpaſſive foul could bear to die: 

But let the temper's partial warmth abate, 

And coolly gain its ordinary ftate ; 

Let the ſwoln paſſion's ebulitions fink, 

Give leiſure to remonſtrate, time to think ; 

Let Silence ſeem to liſten with dread awe, 

And Darkneſs round her midnight cuttain draw: 

Jet Virtue her affronted rights aſſert, 

And conſcious guilt ſting his detected heart 

TTow like a poltroon looks the hero fam'd, 

Ilis manhood vaniſh'd, his proud ſpirit tam'd ! 
Valour, that no mean diminution knows, 

Whate'er camps boaſt, alone from Virtue flows; 

Fix'd, unappal'd, beneath habitual rule, 

Ardent as noon, yet as the twilight cool; 

Which inſtant dangers render more alert, 

And no crof, accidents can diſconcert. 

No ta% too complicated to ſurmount, 

Hard1i'ps and tails eſteem'd of no account; 

Or if ctecm'd, the prize but to enhance, 

Not to retreat incentives, but advance. 

Such valour like ſome wave-unſhaken rock, 


gears the approach unmoy's of every ſhock. 
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Firm againſt fate, in each terrific form, 
As foreſt-oak that ſcorns the ruſhing ſtorm. 
Ah ſuch wert thou, unrival'd of thy kind, 
Whoſe loſs now mourns the flock-entruſted hind, 
As by thy ruins he direQs his way, 
Join'd by the Muſe's ſympathetic lay ! 

Thus, in ſome filent ſolitary ſhade, 
When moonlight ſhadows croud the lonely glade, 
Bewails the bard, invited by the gloom, 
His darling maid cut off in early bloom ; 
Cut off, her faded honours round her thrown, 
Ere youth's fair-opening bloſſom fully blown ; 
As yonder lily fades, unkind the ſkies, 
Declines her head, ſhrinks, languiſhes, and dies. 
Nor let his tears of anguiſh ceaſe to flow, 
Hiz boſom ceafe from the big ſwell of we, 
For who would give his gen'rous ſorrows o'er, 
The firſt, the beſt of womankind, no more ? 
The firſt in ſtation ; but ker praiſe aſcends 
Above what to the vileſt chance intends. 
The firſt in merit, from the heart deriv'd ! 
Merit, her death ſeal'd eye-lid that ſurviv'd ! 
Merit, by Truth's own ſignature impreſt, 
Which few ſepulchral honours dare atteſt ! 
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Merit, alone by Him diſtincly ſeen, 

Who objects views, no medium falſe between 
Merit, that labours brighter to appear, 

As cloſing life's momentous ſcene draws near ; 
Like ſtars the eye increas'd in luſtre ſees, 

The darker night advances by degrees ! 

Like yon ſmooth ſtream that uniformly glides, 
Yon noontide ray no watery medium hides, 
Her temper in one happy tenour fow'd, 

Her breaſt with every gentle virtue giow'd ; 
No ſudden flight, beyond cool reaſon's curb, 
Her ſettled calm of ſpirit to diſturb ; 
No twitch of envy, no falſe ſting of pride, 
Between extremes her paſſions to divide ; 
Criterions of a ſoul iznob!y born, 
An object, or of pity, or of ſcorn, 
Her heart love's tendereſt ardu urs ever ſelt, 
Form'd exquiſitely ſenſible to melt, 
When gentle Nature touch'd, with impulſe kind, 
Its ſof.en'd ſprings, to action ſtill inclin'd. 
Whom obloquy herſelf could ſeldom tax 
With vanity, the foivle of her ſex ; 
Ulefs her acts of bounty made her vain, 
To ſoothe affliction, and alleviate pain; 
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Vain, that the bleſſing heart, and grateful eye, 


Could ne'er divine whence each well-tim'd ſupply. 


Can limits grief for ſuch a maid require, 
While mankind virgin excellence admire ? 
Shall Female Virtue draw her lateſt breath ! 
Shall Beauty languiſh in the arms of Death ! 
Shall Innocence deſcend to grace the urn ! 
Shall blooming youth to vulgar duſt return! 
Shall with Aux p all that's ſweet depart ! 
Nor yet one pang of ſorrow pierce the heart ! 
Yet Elegy the ſtroke afflictive bear, 
With cruel eyes ſcarce moiſten'd with a tear ? 
What horrours crouded to the lover's thought ! 
How did he gaze, as to a ſtatue wrought ! 
What pangs endure, too mighty for relief ! 
What feclings of unutterable grief ! 


When, trembling, he her clay-pale cheek beheld, 


That once the roſe-bud's painted bluſh excell'd! 
Saw her lips fetch the laſt returns of breath, 
And quiver in the :gonies of death! 

Saw (his full ſoul elapſive in a ſigh) 

The heav'naly beam leave her benighted eye! 
Expreſſion falters to deſcribe his wo, 

Which thoſe who ever felt can only know. 
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But whither has the Muſe digreſs'd ſo long 
On ſubjects that ſeem foreign to her ſong ? 
But why digreſs'd? thy fate, O luckleſs tree, 
And fair AManpDa's, ah too well agree! 
Thy fall, by the fix'd mandate of the ſkics, 
Though undiſcern'd by ſuperficial eyes, 

Is emblematic of that final hour, 


When Death exerts — no ſpot-reſtricted power, 
But univerſal as exiſtence runs, 

Where-ever worlds roll round their certral ſuns. 
— But here the thought muſt not ſubſiſt tœo long. 


Again reſum'd to cloſe the plaintive ſong. 

Here, of its wonted ſhade ſuperb bereav'd, 0 
To molehills ſhall the ſordid earth be heav'd ; 
That earth whoſe juices, by attraction ſoft, 
Once roſe meand'ring to thy ſtems aloft ; 
Now to give many a foul production birth, 
While Sorrow fmooths the dimpled cheek of Mirth; 
For thus in duſt diſſolves the human frame, 
Congenial duſt, whence it but lately came ; 
Their fatneſs hence impov'riſh'd ſoils derive, 
Hence worms regale, and vegetables thrive. 
Bluſh, bluſh ! ye ſons of levity and mirth ! 
The monarch's death is but the reptile's birth, 
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No plant ſhall henceforth here her balm beſtow, 
No herb ariſe, no root ſalubrious grow; 
No May-flowers, dreſs'd in ſuits of virgin gold, 
With conſcious pride their dew-dropt leaves unfold ; 
No cowſlip ope her boſom to the gale, 
No primtoſe her ambroſial ſweets exhale. { ſprout, 
From theſe cut veins ſhall ſhort-lived muſhrooms 
Toads loathſome creep, and bloated ſnails crawl out. 
The ruffian ſpider here ſhall fell reſide, 
With ſubtile guiſe along his lines to glide. 
"Thy ſacred root, whence ſap concocted flow'd, 
And verdure to thy graceful form beftow'd, 
Hither from ſurly Winter to withdraw, 
Emmets ſhall pierce with unrelenting gnaw : 
While he, whom vagrant Fancy leads this way, 
Shall, with a ſudden burſt of anguiſh, ſay, 
« Ah! what a change! how deſolate the place, 
„Where flcuriſt'd one of Nature's talleſt race, 
„In verdant Summer's filken livery clad, 
% And by the Scaſons periodic fed! 
„ Beneath the covert of whoſe outſtretch'd arms, 
„ Seckled by Spring in green diſplay of charms, 
KEarch's ſmaller- ſtatur'd ſons ſpontaneous grew, 


© Catch. the live hre ze, er fipt the dulcet dev 
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© But whither ah! thoſe lovely abjects gone, 

„ All now a naked waſte I tread upon? 

« This ſpot no trace of beauty now retains ! 

« Nought ſave the juiceleſs barren trunk remaias, 

„Which, with quick lapſe, a prey to vermin, muſt 

% Fall to decay, and mix with putrid duſt! 

« Such characters of death juſt Heav'n inſcribes, 

„With deep impreſs, on all earth's various tribes ; 

*« Such the almighty Fiat of the ſky, 

Let all things live in turn, let all things die.“ 
Thus men, in nonage, infancy, or prime, 

By quick diſeaſe, or ſlow-conſuming time, 

Howe'er high-plac'd on Fortune's partial wheel, 

Muſt Fate's deciſive ſtroke promiſcuous feel. 

Grandeur's gay plume, the native bloom of health, 

The charm of beauty, and the bribe of wealth, 

In vain, with all ſoft eloquence can ſay, 

Solicit Death to turn his dart away. 

Monarchs themſelves, tho' proſtrate at their throne 

Obſequious millions their allegiance own ; 

Though diſtant regions tremble at their name, 

And Pax IAN ſtatues eternize their fame ; 

From all their arrogated height of pow'r 

Muſt fall, when Heay'n appoiats the defiin'd hour. 
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Nor kings alone; empires that fix'd we deem, 

Beyond Time's utmoſt reach that vainly ſeem, 

Shall by ſome hidden ſpring be overturn'd, 

Their baſis ſhaken, and their lords inurn'd. 
But why on t:ifles dwells the local Muſe, 

Why ſtoops ſhe ſmall compariſons to uſe, 

As thy misfortune typify'd alone 

The downfal of a kingdom, or a throne ? 

Theſe, though momentous in the liſts of Fame, 

Of lofty import, of high-ſounding name 

Though haughtily enlarg'd from pole to pole, 

Are nothing, when contraſted with the whole, 

Like thee — no narrow deſpicable ſpot, 

Seiz'd by Ambition, percell'd out by lot; 

But all Creation ſhall be overthrown, 

And Nature's ſelf heave her expiring groan. 
See! from the boſom of a mantling cloud, 

A ſeraph, cloth'd in light, procaims aloud, 

Myriads of ſpirits round, a radiaut band, 

And Fate's dread book extended in his hand; 

«« Be life with all its various labours o'er, 

« Henceforth for ever time ſhall be no more, 

„Let yonder ſun's proud glory ceaſe to blaze, 

* In night extinguiſh'd his officious rays, 
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«« Ceaſe yonder ſilver moon full-orb'd to ri ſe, 
«« Ceaſe every ſtar to twinkle through the ſkies, 
% Beneath my feet, contracted like a ſcroll, 


Let theſe expanded heavens together 10ll. 

© To ruin be earth's mighty fabrics hurl'd, 

+ And raz'd the pillars that ſupport the world.“ 
Thus, from her filent offsprings, Nature, fond 

Her works with human acts ſhould correſpond, 

With them, our duty fitly underſtood, 

Would teach the trueſt wiſdom, being good, 

Or bleſs'd, for though diſſimilar in name, 

Wiſdom and happineſs are ſtill the ſame ; 

Nought can divide what Heav'n's fix'd laws connect, 

That as the cauſe, or this as the effect; 

Titles or epithets can never change 

Objects and things, though they may diſarrange: 

Not in ſome fine - ſpun theory it conſiſts, 

Which varies as the writer's fancy liſts, 

As intereſt or caprice directs his pen, 

The ſmiles or frowns of failible, mere men; 

Not in the ſenſeleſs pedantry of ſchools, 

Where men the knack of trifling learn by rules; 

Find cut the glorious path, with much expenſe 

Of time ard brains, that leads from common ſenſe ; 
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Not in the idle ſubtilties of law, 
That oft from equity and Nature draw, 
The bounds of right and wrong explain away, 
Though obvious and diſtinct as night and day; 
Not politics, where moſt deſerve to riſe, 
That is, rear'd on a gallows, to the ſkies, 
Wiule each, through villany, black crimes, and fins, 
Almoſt a traitors, his fel] purpoſe wins: 
But; to compriſe the ſum of human good, 
Io Virtue, Virtue rightly underſtood ; 
Virtue, not as proud ſtates or courts deviſe, 
But ſtamp'd with the broad ſignet of the ſkies; 
Or, as the moon ſhines by imputed light, 
In fair Religion's unſtain'd glory bright. 
Put ſay what Virtue's ſacred name implies, 
So much eſteem'd and valued by the wiſe, 
A trea{ure, all ſhould ſtudy to obtain, 
Rathey without it than a ſceptre gain; 
A treaſure riches ſeldom can procure, 
Grandeur monopolize, or fame enſure; 
A treaſure that outweighs the regal gem, 
By clowns poſſeſs d, though kings look down on them; 
A tieaſure, whoſe intrinfic value lies 
Leſs obvious oft to learn'd, than vulgar eyes. 
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Contentment, that forſakes the cloyſter'd cell, 
With artleſs pure Simplicity to dwell. 
A cordial, that ſupports us in diſtreſs, 
Beyond the pride-ſwola philoſophic guefs. 
A temper, at each criſis of our fate, 
We fond would purchaſe, whatſoe'er the rate. 
A friend, that with us through Life's morning ſtays, 
Nor leaves us in the evening of our days ; 
But, though of Earth's reſplendent orb bereft, 
Bids brighter ſans ariſe than that we left, 
Kindly from death's ſurrounding gloom to fave, 
And gild the dreary manſions of the grave. 
A ſecret, ſages never could unfold, 
That turns each baſer metal into gold ; 
That ſets in motion Pleaſure's fineſt ſprings, 
Or caſts a ſhade on all ſublunar things. 

Labour, then, all true Virtue to acquire, 
That or to Heaven or happineſs aſpire. 
Thus may a falling tree thoſe rules compriſe, 
That make us humble, while they make us wiſe. 
'Thus ſhall the Muſe attain her nobleſt aim, 
Howe'er low-ſtation'd in the rolls of Fame; 
Viſit no more with Elegy the urn, 
But her ſad ſong to panegyric turn, 
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Avid vicinum ſus ut ceros 
Exanimat, morti/que metu fiti parcere cogit : 
Sic teneres azimos aliena oppretria ſæpe 
Alſterrent witlis 


Hon. 


6 fight ! life's torpid tide runs cold! 
Approach with avec the hopeleſs bed of death; 
A wretched morta!'s cloſing ſcen: behold ! 
Coavulfions ſeize him each returning breath: 
Juſt on Eternity's tremendous ſtzep, 
How he forebodes the horrours of the dreadful deep! 


* The Muſes never ſeem ſo worthily employed as when they 
are engiged in the cauſ: of Virtue and Religion; and ſurely 
both malt a,pear recommAEnded by aJiitianal charms, when con- 
tra ed with the trigh.tul ſpectacle exaioited in the fullowing 
verſcs; which may leive as he writer's apology or making it 
public, It is no ſition of the brain, or ſpecimen oi poctical 
licence, but the tue epteſentation of an unhappy man in his 
L.\t moments: A man of rank, learning, and fortune; but alas! 
during the courſe of a deſpicable and inglorious life, ad!ictcs to 
the g:of]-it ſcenes of vice and imprety, ——An ctvious d.fricury 
occur rid in coutuRting this moſt diſagr: able ſabict, wiz. how 
to preſerve the dreadful outlines of ihe picture, without, at the 
ſame time, in rodacing ois cuiic horrible t) imagination, 
and ſhocking o humaraty kſcit, —— However, as it is, may ir 
Cxc;te proper ſentiments in the breait of evcry r. adler. 
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| No worthy, virtuous actions, to enhance 
The peace and tranſport of his latter end, 
Now, with the ſunſhine of an angel's glance, 
Support his ſpirits, or his pains ſuſpend : 
Years, months, ill-ſpeat, with complicated charge, 
Ruſh on his troubled thoughts, and on each crime 
enlarge. 


Gentle repoſe his anguiſh'd pillow flies, 
Enamour*s of the couch where Virtue leans ; 


Or, if a tranſieat 1-ber ſhats his eyes, 


Not comfort, but exchange of pain, it means: 
Reſtleſs and toſs'd, impioring eaſe in vain, 


Ten thouſand wild ideas ſtock his tortur'd brain. 


Wildly he glances round the weeping room, 
Tears up his hair, and lacerates his face, 
Circled with terrours, envelop'd in g!oom, 
That on each feature leave their horrid trace : 
Keen an; uiſh ſeizes his aſtoniſh'd heart, 
ind twiſts its quiv'ring fibres in their tendereſt 
part. 
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Fiends ſceni to whiſper torments it. his ear, 

And flaſh their ſcorching lightnings in his eyes; 
His pangs of conſcience more than man can bear, 
Weak helpleſs man, abandon'd by the ſkies ; 

His life one endleſs round of daring fins, 
Self-judg'd, and ſelf condemn'd, where-e'cr his 
ſearch begins. 


Frantic he raves, he ſtarts, he weeps, he grins, 
Convulſive ſobs his heaving lungs divice ; 
«© Who,” he exclaims, „will ſnatch me from my 
ſins ? 
«© Who from a juſt offended Maker hide? 
« Who put aſide Death's deep embitter'd cup? 


« Or ſtay Jenovan's arm for vengeance lifted up? 


O ſcreen me from the fierceneſs of his wrath. 
] ſee him ſitting on his awful throne ! 
O ſtop, thou unrelenting tyrant, Death, 
„ hear tormented fiends, and furies groan ! 
hear the rattling chain's infernal clank, 


And ſee accuſing demons clos'd in hoſtile rank. 


i; 
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4 O ſhade, ye mountains, this accurſed head, 
« Within thy caverns, Earth, let me be loſt ; 
% Receive me, Ocean, to thy watery bed, 
« Whelm'd in thy eddies, with thy billows toſt : 
© No more to ſee the ſun's deteſted ray, 
<« But ſenſeleſs as the ſtone, or lifeleſs as the clay. 


« Unconſciouſneſs with miſery oft joins, 
« O were my ſenſes with dead palſies ſtruck — 
«« Curſe on the fire that bore me in his loins, 
« The hated breaſts that gave me infant ſuck ! 
„ Curs'd be the guardians of my youthful days, 
« Damnation their reward, and infamy their praiſe ! 


„Ah! cruel Health, how liberal thy ſupply 
© Through every ſcene of wickedneſs and luſt! 
« Why did not lightnings blaſt my guilty eye, 
% And thunders bruiſe me level with the duſt ? 
„Ah! why did tygers my warm vitals ſpare ? 
Why did not whirlwinds ſweep my atoms through 
* the air? 
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Come, ye companions of my guilt and ſhame, 
Did not our boſoms with one ardour burn? 
Our pleaſures ſtill, and their alloys, the ſame, 
„What! abſent all ?—unmanly baſe return! 
Such are Earth's paltry friendſhips — ſmooth 
* diſguiſe, 
To cover meanneſs, ſelf, ingratitude, and lies. 


O! for ſome moments interval of time, 
„ Gracious reſpite from Heav'n's vindictive 
« blow; 
«© No more, each brutal vice, each horrid crime, 
« Should point me out a ſpectacle below: 
* No more, in all her pride of borrow'd charms, 
«© Should Pleaſure, faithleſs Siren, court me to her 


„ arms. 


« To roll in oceans of ſulphureous fire, 
«« Remorſe, with each curs'd recollection fraught, 
Still ſtinging — never — never to expire! — 
«© Burit, burſt, my heart, and end this rack of 
« thought. 
Extinction! come — exert thy inſtant pow'r, 


And end my pangs and being in one happy hour. 
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„O were the thunder wreſted from his hand, 
* Who fills the vaſt expanſion of the ſkies, 
« Poſſeſs'd (alas !) of uncontrol'd command, 
« Andquench'd the flaming terrours of his eyes 
« O were Ofeation vaniſh'd from the ſight, 
« Andev'ry thing return'd to chaos and to night! 


« But O! dread Sor'reign of the ſtarry fame, 
& Is there no hope of mercy from thy tron: ? 
“ Sure Mercy is thy chief, thy darling n«:nc, 
„% Hear then a wretched mortal's dying gran 
Let his accumulated woes aſſuage 
« Thy wrath, tremendous wrath, and pity, ah 
„engage. TE 


„ Didit Thou create a ſoul to damn and curſe, 
With ſenſes only form'd to ſuffer pain? 
„Or, which is till, Eternal Father, worſe, 
Shall thy own Son bleed on a croſs in vain ? 
+ Why then did life inſpire the plaſtic clay, 
Let not Redeeming Grace its impotence betray. 
SD 


220 The DEIST on a DRERA THD. 
Preſumptuous, bold, unworthy wretch ! — be- 


low 
«« The very ſavage that frequents the wild; 
« To Thee ſhall Heav'n's benign compaſſion flow, 
go oft rejected and ſo oft revil'ds? 
„ Devils themſelves, with helliſh glee, might ſay, 
© Thus pearls were caſt to ſwine, and mercy thrown 
away. 


fHaſt thou not vilified that hallow' d Name 
Which proſtrate angels worſhip and adore ? 
Without remorſe, without one pang of ſhame, 
„ Blaſphem'd his ſacred Croſs ? could fiends do 
«« more? 
«« From Thee what numbers caught their impious 
« rage! 
« Taught from thy foul example to corrupt the age. 


« No, die, thou traitor, unlamented die! 
% Die, in the view of everlaſting pangs ; 
« While Mercy's ſelf looks with conſcuting eye, 
« And Juſtice out her equal balance hangs ! 
« For only thus, while heaven and earth applaud, 
« Can Truth itſelf be Truth, and Gos himſelf be 


Gon. 
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„% What! die? —be damn'd ? —for ever mourn ?— 
deſpair ? 

«© No moment's caſe (O heav'ns !) no gleam of 
% hope 


% Shall Hell its dungeons, racks, and flames prepare. 
To give malignant vengeance ample ſcope ? 
« Well !-—let its dungeons, flames, and racks, tor- 


«© ment, 
Till all the red-hot fury of the Godhead ſpent. — 


„ But hear, thou Tyrant, whence all beings came, 
% Hear this my only, this my laſt, requeſt; 
* When ages I have fed the ſcorching flame, 
« Ten thouſand times ten thouſand—let me reſt : 
„When fiends themſclves grow tir'd to hear me 
© rave, 


Oh! let me ſink for ever in the ſilent grave.“ 


Thus, Death's cold falter ſcizing on his tongue, 
With lips that quiver, and with eye-balls fix'd, 
His hands in agony together wrung, 
His cries aſcend, with deſperatioa mix'd. 
But ah! no comfort gilds his cloſing day, 


Eut Ceep Deſpair's ſad clouds hang thick in black 
array ! 
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A flaſh of grief, not for a life ill ſpent, 
But preſent pain, and dread of future wo ; 
Ah! this is not ſincerely to repent, 
Bat formal mock'ry oft, and ſpecious ſhow. 
Diſtreſs can make quick penitents of all, 
But few (how few !) repent at Health's or Pleaſure's 
call ! 


He ſtares with griſly terrour in his face, 
He heaves, he bounds, he wreaths, he groans, 
he dies! — 
Good Gop ! what horrours hovers o'er the place, 
Where the poor heav'n-deſerted finner lies 
But let the Muſe here all refleQtions wave, 
God, in a moment, both can pardon and can ſave. 


© Virtue! may thy comforts fill be nüne, 
Siſter of Wiſdom ! daughter of the fkies ! 
Whate'er my ſtate below by will divine, 
Whether my outward fortunes fink or riſe : 
Grant me the ſunſhine of a mind at eaſe, 
Protracted life, or death, then equally will pleaſe. 
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Benign Religion, in thy friendly arms, 
Howe'er through Folly's paths we trod before, 
Howe'er we doted on far other charms, 
Gently would we recline, and be no more 
O!] at life's ſolemn period, be thou near, 
To ſmoothe my dying bed, to comfort, and to cheer. 


Let Grandeur then avert her ſcornful eye, 
Let Honour frown, and Wealth reje& my claim; 
I matter not, fure of my native ſky, 
What though unknown to Glory and to Fame ! 
Wrote on my tomb, completed life's ſhort ſpan, 
* Here lies an humble Chriftian, and an honeſt 
« man,” 
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ADDRESSED TO 


OW, when the lone ſequeſter'd Muſe invites, 
| And weſt ward points the ſun his ſetting ray; 
Will Masia, whom the ſolitude delights, 

| With her enjoy the faint remains of ay? 


Muſic around, where arch'd eſpaliers wreathe, 


| Would her fine ear in pleaſing wonder fix; 


| Zephyrs for her their humid odours breathe, 


New, mantled in her ſuit of fable grey, 


| And yonder ſkies unnumber'd colours mix. 
| Her breeze-fann'd treſſes hung with pearls of dew, 
' 


Evening arrives; her gentle call obey, 


Abroad her darkling footſteps to purſue. 
t 


An ELZ , &c. 225 


How the ſtill filence of embow' ring ſhades 
Tranſports the mind, urg'd by no fancy'd wants ! 

Sylveſtran ſcenes, hills, meadows, upland glades, 
The caſcade's lapſe, and wilderueſs's haunts ! 


Nor, to the ſober ear of Fancy, does 
The hooting owl, from antiquated tow'r, 
Nor hornet, wheeling round in ceaſeleſs buzz, 
Abate the ſweetneſs of the ſolemn hour : 


Nor PHiLomEL, that through the woodbine 4 
Pours forth her love - lorn melody of Wo 

Kind warbler, when mild Eve her curtain drops, 

Whoſe melting ftrains no vulgar period know! 


Hark ! how yon turtle's ſadly- penſive notes 
The fix'd dull ear of Melancholy ſoothe ! 

How gently down the ftream each murmur floats, 
Care's ruffled brow by magic charm to ſmoothe ! 


Not to the wide-ſtretch'd lawn ſhall we repair, 
Where Beauty's offspring lead ambroſial lives; 

Nor ſloping hill, from whence, in proſpect fair, 
An ampler ſwell the rural ſcene derives: 


226 An ELECOM written in a 


But where Art's finer imagery is ſhown, 
Her pow'rs of fancy, drapery, and taſte ; 
Amid theſe ranks of lilies, all full-b!own, 


Where Nature charms the more, the nearer trac'd. 


Let Pride's ſxo!n boaſts ſubſide to accents meek, 
And Paſtion lull aſleep her ſelf-rais'd ſtorm; 

Hence, Mirth loquacious, with ſarcaſtic cheek, 
With rolling eye, and agitated form. 


Now let the lyre to Elegy be ſtrung, 

Obliquely thus to dwell on Max1a's praiſe ; 
O! would the native muſic of her tongue 

To kindred rapture wake the plaintive lays ! 


Not the vain-letter'd tomb, or ſculptur'd buſt, 
Shall the ſad ſympathetic ſtrain ſuggeſt ; 


Riches may moulder in congenial duſt, 
And humbled Grandeur in oblivion reſt ; 


Let faithful pencils, that in juſt profile 
Would place the human portrait, but outline 
The naked Lily, when ſoft Seaſons ſmile, 


Or Winter's froſts the ſtagnate ſtreams confine. 
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Here then may Elegy her tale begin, 

Your taſte will poliſh, what your fancy choſe ; 
In ſprighty circles oft the palm you win, 

To twine a nobler wreath the Lily grows. 


Nor vainly grows, if, while the Muſes fing, 
The fair will liſten to the friendly lay, 

And take, as bees ſip honey whilſt they cling, 
The moral with the lighter ſound away. 


Beneath the kindly nurture of the ſkics, 
The Lily her fair Veſtal charms unfolds ; 
No rival beauty near preſumes to riſe, 


And ev'ry eye is raviſh'd that beholde. 


The floriſt takes his eve- invited walk, 
And round his painted family ſurveys ; 
Dut none ter grace ful bend of ſlender ſtalk, 
Her milk- white boſom, ſoft as down, wiſplaye. 


ehen roſy-featur'd Veſper, from her urn, 
The gliſt'ring dews effuſfively diſtills ; 

The Lily's fragrance welcomes her return, 
While ſte imbibes the moiſture's orient rill., 
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To form the Lily faireſt low'r that ſprings, 
A thouſand tubes Earth's fineſt ſap convey ; 


Rind Zephyrs fan her with dew-moiſten'd wings, 
And day and night their ſtated turns obey. 


The Lily, as in beauty, ſo in ſmell, 
Claims the firſt claſs amongſt the flowery tribe; 
Singly on either did the numbers dwell, 


Scarce would the numbers half her charms deſcribe. 


So, for the Cew-foft twinkle of an eye, 
The bloom of features, or the eaſe of ſhape, 
In Max14's praiſe did poets merely vie, 
Uunoted would her nobleſt praiſe eſcape, 


True, ſhe is lovely, as e'er eye beheld, 
Lovely, as Nature paints, or Art adorns ; 
But, though in beauty half her ſex excell'd, 
That beauty ſhe till heightens, while ſhe ſcorns. 


Merit that ſtill affects to lie conceal'd, 
As diamonds ſparkle on ſome rock unknown, 
Like light itſelf, ſnould be to all reveal'd, 


Whether it grace a cottage, or a throne, 
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Lucia the young, the ſprightly, blooming fair, 
To try how far her lover's praiſes due, | 

Would with the Lily's whiteneſs her's compare, 
But finds that falſe ſhe fondly reckon'd true. 


On ſilken ground would Art attempt to draw 
The Lily, with the needle's mimic pow'r ; 
But who fo poor a counterfcit e'er ſaw, 


That c'er belel1 a nature-portray'd flo, r? 


Dipt in the choice of artificial paint, 
The pencil too a like vain tafs eſſays ; 
But how, compar'd, inelegant and faint ! 
How pigmy Art her liiticneſ; betrays ! 


Want we ſome ſofter epithet to name 
Native unſpotted maiden virtue by, 
That turn of thought not Maria's ſelf can blame ! 


All by the Lily's whiteneſ, we imply. 


To give proud Beauty her intrinſic praiſe, 


Nor yet a well- tim'd compliment unpaid ; 


It the pure ivory's poliſh ſcarce conveys, 
The Lily's white we ſummon to cur aid. 
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But ah ! though dreſs'd in Beauty's choiceſt robe, 
Though eaſtern kings leſs glorious to behold ; 

When Winter ſends his tempeſts round the globe, 
Thoſe graces fade that now ſo gay unfold, 


His rufiiin colds her root's ſoft tendrils ſeize, 
His blaſts deep riot on her ſnowy charms ; 
Vainly ſhe courts, intent as wont to pleaſe, 


The dew that moiſtens, or the ray that warms, 


Faded, the eye no virgin whiteneſs meets, 
The ſordid weed in beauty rudely vies ; 
Her breath too loſes ail its fragrant ſweets, 
She ſinks her head, droops, languithes, and dies, 


Juſt emblem, Marta, though diſcern'd by few, 
Of that ſoft ſex, whoſe ornament you ſhine ; 
This maxim, grav'd on adamant, how true, 


„ Sure as ariſe, muſt Beauty's ſun decline!“ 


To-day, we flourith in vertumnal bloom, 
Diſplay'd our bloſſoms and our foliage gay; 
Next, Winter comes, deep-mufficd up in gloom, 


Tears up our roots, and ſweeps our charms away. 
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Not ſurer Beauty dyes che virgin's lip 
In vermile, rich as roſes blown enjoy, 

Than Death, who loves the faireſt buds to nip, 
With cold, cold touch, that vermile will deſtroy, 


Let then each Lily youthful CELIA views, 
How fair remind her, but how fading too ; 
That, hence, will ſweets more exquiſite diffuſe, 


CELIA boaſt charms before ſhe never kneyy. 


For, haply, ſome ſad twilight-vagrant ſwain 
Shall oft revolve, engrav'd, the fair onc's doom, 
Cut off, the fam'd Monimia “ of the plain, 


In Touth's gay ſpring, and Health's unſully'd bloom, 


Tun EPI TAP H. 


Ere lies, beneath this moſs: encircled ſtone, 
That ferm which once the Graces all in- 
In youthful circles joyous oft ſhe ſhone, [ſpir'd 


* Prais's by each tongue, by every eye admit'd. 
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The Lily, quicken'd by the breath of Spring, 


A fair reſemblance of her youth diſplay'd ; 


A zephyr ſhook around its balmy wing, 
To image health, priz'd by the blooming maid. 


But lo! not long the Lily's triumphs laſt, 
The ſnowy beauty of the flow'ry ground; 
Soon ſweeps abroad the North's inclement blaſt, 


Shrivels her leaves, and ſcatters them around. 


Soon too the lovely emblem is forgot, 
The light vain fair borne on phar:taſtic toe; 
That ſuch fine ſpirits fink, ſhe credits not, ſglow. 
That fades Youth's bloſſom, or Health's roſeate 


Deluded maid ! a ſlighted languor caught, 
The fever's ſtrong delirium ſoon acquir'd ; 
From puny Art relief ah vainly fought ! 
At Hope's falſe ſhrine a victim ſhe expir'd. 


Let then the eye a paſſing tribute pay, 
That here all Beauty's ruins thortly croad ; 
That, like the Lily, youth and health decay, 


Laid in tne tomb, and mantled in a ſhroud. 
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On the Death of a beloved Friend cut off in 
the Prime of Life. 


Juvenem raptum 


Flerat. Hos. 


HE ſmiling Spring, with all her jocund train, 
The brook that glides along the moſſy plain; 
The birds that warble undiſturb'd by care, 
The gales that gently agitate the air; 
The vilta green, and honey-ſucklz ſhade, 
The flowery meadow, and the ſunny glade; 
Delight no more: Spricg vainly ſmiles relief 
To nicciy-feeling hearts o'erwhelm'd with grief. 
Ye dreary regions! ye impervious glooms, 
Where fickly Fancy uncouth forms aſſumes, 
And, on theſe ghuſily phantoms of her brain, 
Muſes with pleaſure ſtrongly m:rk'd with pain; 
Where Melancholy broods o'er her diſtreſs, 
Yet ftrange ! half difinclin'd to have it leſs; 
Where death-like Silence fixes her domain, 


Save when loud ſcreech- owls dolefully complain; 
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Hither the ſullen penſive Muſe would fly, 
Where tears may flow from Friendſhip's guſhing eye; 
Were Echces, in fad accents like her own, 
Give figh for ſigh, and anſwer groan with groan ! 

O Lite! thou empty, ttanſitory thing! 

Thou airy trifle ever on the wing! 

Thou bubble dancing on the reftleſs ſtream ! 
Thou meteor falſe! thou unſubſtantial dream! 
What is it thy vain pageant name implies ? 
What ar: thou, plit:'ring phantom, to the wilz ? 
A moment tcars thee from thy votar,' hl, 
Vainly ſecur'd by honours and by gold. 

When ſuch as —— from thy ſcenes withdraw, 
H's choice according thus with Nature's lau, 
Ere the tair fow'r of vouth maturely blown, 
Thy ſvcets and vices equally unknown; 

Who world afici:, with poverty of mind, 

In mean purſuits to linger here behind? 

Ah! how can mem'ry recognize his name, 
Nor yet the ſong of ſoſt condolence frame! 
How can the gentle graces of his mind, 

His kind benevolence to humankind ; 
His temper's cheerful unaſfected eaſe, 
Hes foul's :ncere ſoliciiude to pleaſe ; 
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His tender ſenfibility of heart, 

That with kind pity throbb'd in every part ; 

Who, the Poſſeſſor gone, can theſe recall 

To mind, nor let the tear of anguiſh fall! 

None here in genuine ſorrow can exceed, 

But he from Friendſhip's ties, and Nature's, freed. 
The nobleſt minds are moſt to pity bent, 

And gen'rous natures ofteneſt relent ; 

The ſavage ſpirit, and unſocial heart, 

Feel not, O Sympathy ! thy pleaſing ſmart. 
Dear Youth ! companion of the placid hour, 
When Friendſhip call'd forth ev'ry ſocial pow'r ; 

From thy deceaſe one leſſon may I learn, 
Which theorics vaialy teach us to diſcern ; 
That to live well, is learning how to die, 

And ſcorning earth, is to poſſeſs the ſky. 
Yonder he ſleeps on Death's cold ſenſeleſs lap, 
Death, to the good, is but a peaceful nap, 

In which from num'rous ills it ſhuts his eyes, 
Till the laſt trump invites him to ariſe, 
Behold theſe ſmiles o'er all his features ſpread, 
Are ſmiles the wonted graces of the dead ? 
No; though depriv'd of mere mechanic breath, 
He ſpeaks in ſilence, and exiſts in death. 
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Vall the wiſe admir'd, the good elle m'd, 
For what he really was, not barely ſeem'd; 

Foriu'd upon Virtue's amiable plan, 
An honeſt, upright, candid, worthy man ; 
Whoſe conduct not ev*n Slander e'er purſu'd, 
Which ſtill the brighter ſhone, the nearer view'd : 
Though plac'd in public life, where, to eſpy 
Each word, cach act, is center'd ev'ry eye; 
Where trivial ſlips and blemiſhes ariſe 
To grofieft faults in the ſtern cenſor's eyes: 
Thus EoxaR liv'd ; aad to life's period brought. 
Died, as an hemble, modeſt Chriſtian ought, 
O reader, now howe'er your views aſpire, 


May you with equal dignity vetire. 


On the DEATH of 


The REveEeRENwD 


Mr James HERvEv. 


O*® vulgar marks Death long had meanly ſpent 
H:s loaded quiver, and his bow full bent ; 

Monarchs, who had been great but for a crown, 

Stateſmen and heroes, ſons of high renown ; 

When lo! in Heav'n this awful mandate paſt, 

% To-morrow's dawn be ſome fam'd mortal” s lat.” 

The tidings, to our world officious ſent, 

Throuzh ALsB1ox's iſles on wing of lightaing went: 

Impiety, her heart by vipers ſtung, 

Again blaſphemes with loud auJac'c»s tongue; 

Vice ſtalks abroad, each late retreat forſook, 

With all ker bold effrontery of look: 

But ah! while theſe malignant triumph ſhow, 

Far other boioms other feelings know! 

The Muſe in rain conceals her weeping eye, 


And each tear Learning arſaers wich a figh ! 


Religion ſtarts, though arm'd with tenfold ſhield, 
And Virtue ſhrinks, though ſhe diſdains to yield; 
— The arrow ſped, Death took his aim too well, 
The mitred pontiff liv'd, ard Hervey fell. 
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7 WILLIAM SHENSTONE, Es d; 
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Tam chari capitis ? 


Hos. 


E ſacred Pow'rs of Harmony ! if ſuch 
E'er put the ſable robe of mourning on ; 
Now, when no gen'rous eye can weep too much, 


Now ſhed the plaintive tear, for Sub xsTONE's gone. 


Nor fled a kindred ſpirit to the ſkies 
Lamented more by all the tuneful train ! 


But him they vain implore, with ſtreaming eyes, 


To animate his gentle form again ! 


} | Ah! not for this, Death with officious graſp 
Seiz'd the ſtrung lyre that trembled in his hand, 
White to his breaſt his arms tenacious claſp, 


And angels round but ha!f-con.cnting ſtand! 


Ah! not for this, the early ſudden call, 
| Some radiant ſeraph's golden harp to tune, 
| While humbly he his own on earth let fall, 
Put ah! Humanity ſtill thinks too ſoon ! 
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For SxensTONE gone, while Silence mules round, 
Hear the ſad Genius of each grove bewail ! 
Villas return the melancholy ſound, 
And echoes dwell upon the mournful tale ! 


Sad murmurs waft it down the gurgling brook: 

Sad Zephyrs ſigh it through the conſcious ſhade! 
To Heav'n when he his bliſsful journey took, 

Few pow'rs of ſong behind their SHExsTONE ſaid, 


SHENSTOXE |! with what inchanting voice he ſung |! 
How ſmooth, how chaſte, how ſoft, his numbers flow ! 
How on each note the raviſh'd ſhepherds hung ! 
How did their hearts dilate ! their boſoms glow ! 


For oft he fond deceiv'd the lengthen'd hours, 
To copy Nature, made immortal hence — 

How delicately Love's all-gentle pow'rs 
Touch'd into life Eis nicely-feeling ſenſe ! 


How few, O Nature, happily excel 
In thy prime gifts, fimplicity and eaſe ? 

Thy careleſs elegance becomes us well, * 
If we the ear would captivate, or pleaſe. 
Vor. II. X 
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Say, whence the labour'd ſtrains neglected flow, 
Tho' haughty Learning boaſts each ſplendid line? 

Hence, would the ſelf-proud critic deign to know, 
Beyond thy te, O Nature! we refine. 


How little Art imparts, when all ſhe gives, 
Vainly to rival him by Thee inſpir'd, 

Let SHEnSTONE tell! but ah! no SHeExsTOxE lives, 
Elſe angels mourn a bard from Heav'n retir'd ! 


IIcav'n claims its bards, a laurel-circled throng, 
A few revolving ſuns to mortals lent ; 
From Earth, if haply tarrying there too long, 
To ſummon them, Death's on kind meſſage ſent. 


Thus he, who grew immortal as he ſung 
The bliſsful pair in Epsx's happy clime ; 

Rehearſes now, with rapture on his tongue, 
To gods the wonders of his theme ſublime. 


Thus, the remembrance all our grief renews, 
While we a Pore or App1son deplore ; 

Phus mourns in elegiac verſe the Muſe [more! 
BAIT ANN IA's boaſt, her SHExXSTONE, now no 
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But Nature means no triumph o'er her ſon, 
For not unkind ſhe earth of him deprives ; 

Let then no more our tears officious run, 
SHENSTONE ſtill lives, while ſhe h: rſelf ſurvives. 


On the DERAT U of 


Mr CuVURCHIL 1. 


Hus runs the motto ſculptui'd on each urn, 

% Man's ſprung from duſt, and hull to Cut 
return,” 
No rank, no.ſtation can exempt from death, 
The monarch's life ſaſtain'd but by a breath. 
Howe'er we vainly flutter for a while, 
And fondly baſk in Fortune's flattering ſmilc ; 
Howe'er we ſneer at Virtue's humble ſons, 
Whoſe life in one calm modeſt tenour runs ; 
Howe'er a puff of fame extolls our parts, 
And ſwells with pride our little empty heart: ; 
Howe'er beprais'd we wield the author's pen, 


And think ourſelves hence ſome:hing more than men; 
X 2 
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Howe'er a Faction would aſſert our claim 

To the high honours of immortal fame ; 

Howe'er we ſtrut and ſwagger, ſpeak and look, 
For Valour's ſons egregiouſly miſtook ; 

Death, who deſpiſes all this farce of life, 

Foe to Pride's triumphs, and Ambition's ſtrife, 
Steps in, delay indulg'd on no pretence, 

And ſnatches our attoniſh'd ſpirits hence. 

No force, no cunning can the ftroke repel, [fel]. 
Nor youth, nor ſtrength of limb :—thus Ckuxcaill 
Vice had not triumpb'd, when Fate's arrow flew, 
Had Cuusxchritr's works been but as mortal too; 
He then had prov'd, on Charity's kind plan, 

A well-intention'd, harmleſs, honeſt man ; 

A nobler triumph, than the ampleſt fame 

Annex'd to a mere literary name 
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Death! relentleſs tyrant of the grave! 

Implacable alike to king and flave ! 
Why haft thou ſpar'd, at ſome unlucky hour, 
Ambition, on his pinnacle of pow'r ; 
The traitor, villain, the blaſphemer foul, 
The drunkard, ſwearing by the m:dnight bowl; 
The ſpeadthrift, foided in the harlct's arms, 
Gaz.ng with fatal ardcur on her charms ; . 
Wrap: in wild viſions the projector bold, 
The miſer yawning o'er his heaps of gold; 
The robber, ſi:ding through the midnight gloom, 
Suill deeper guilt to aggravate their doom; 
Why ſpar'd th:ſe monſters, yet Younc ſnatch'd boys 
Juſt to evince thy :mpotence of {way ? 

X 3 
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No conquelt here thy vengeful dart can claim, 
When Time has vanquiſh'd thee, to live his name, 
Yet had not thy commiſſion'd arrow flown, 
Unfill'd in Heav'n had been a ſeraph's throne. 

Hail ! hoary bard of night, whoſe fam'd Complaint 
Is now turn'd to the triumphs of the ſaint ; 

For nought, a knowing head, and feeling heart, 
Virtue and Genius, could in thee diſpart ! 

Ah! how can Recollection theſe employ, 

Nor ſink to genuine grief the pulſe of joy? 

Thy fancy, learning, judgment, wit, and taſte, 
Ne'er brib'd by Fortune, nor deceiv'd by haſte ! 
Thy love of friendſhip, harmony, and peace, 
Which till thy growing years obſerv'd increaſe ! 
Thy piety, chaſte, manly, and ſublime, 
Uninfluenc'd by modes of place and time 

Thy noble ſcorn of honours and of pelf, 

Which to attain, one muſt renounce himſelf ! 
Ah! how can Recollection theſe employ, 

Nor fink to genuine grief the pulſe of joy? 

O could I, Youxs, on the fleet lightning's wing, 
To thine and Virtue's orb ſuperiour ſpring ; 
Could I, a diſembodied ſpirit, fly 
To thee and all the glories of the fy ; 
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Paſs yonder ſun, on his meridian throne, 
Array'd in ſplendours gorgeous as his own ; 
Paſs Heav'n's reſplendent gates, thrown open wide, | 
With thee and kindred angels to refide ; | 
Be raviſh'd while ſome firſt-rate ſeraph ſings, | 
And hear and ſee unutterable things: 
On earth no moment ſhould retard my ſtay, 
How like ELIjanH would I ſoar away 
But O the pinion aquiline muſt drop, 
And Fancy her atreal ranges ſtop. 
Alas | like Youns, few from life's ſtage retire, 
Few mount his hallow'd vehicle of fire. 
But could I claim his Virtues, as below 
All ranks on them their laviſh praiſe beſtow, 
Call his departed excellence my own, 
As He from Heav'n the hallow'd mantle thrown; 
His merit in another make ſurvive, 
Though dead himſelf, his graces ſtill alive; 
Theſe, next to the poſſeſſion of the fkies, 
Would give me all that happineſs implies, 

O had I his ſeraphic caſt of thought, 
Unaw'd by tyrant cuſtom, and untaught, 
Unpriz'd, unenvy'd ſhould he reign alone, 
Who fits a ſlave imperial on a throne ! 
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For what are ſceptres, if the princely heart 
To bleſs mankind knows not the godlike art? 
Sublime ambition ! ſcarce by that excell'd 
(Without their gui't) by which arch- fiends rebell'd : 
Crowne, richly ſet with many a coſtly gem, 

Look pale, if Virtue ſhuts her eye on them; 

The royal laurels languiſh, 1f meanwhile 
Deny'd the living ſunſhine of her ſmile. 

By various proofs his uſefulneſs appear'd, 

The drooping heart diſconſolate he cheer d; 
Supparted Merit at. his own expenſe, | 

And caſt round Innocence a firm defence ; | | 
Reliev'd the wretch beneath Oppreſſion's ſtroke, 
Worn out-with labour, and with hardſhips broke; 
Found Virtue out, howe'er in rags diſguis'd, 

Tle wav'ring fix'd, the ignorant advis'd. 

Thrice happy made! late did the tylvan Muſe. 
Thee as the patron of her numbers chuſe, 
Hoping, beneath the ſanction of thy name, 
Cenſure to-ſhun, if not to merit ſame ; 

As oaks, from humbly creeping on the ground, 

\ Raiſe kindly up the ivy claſp'd around. 

But ah ! how ſoon the friend of Virtue fled 

To Heaven, through the dark regions of the dead; 
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Dark to the vulgar clafs of humankind, 

That there no torch lit by Religion find; 

But gilded, to thy ſpirit on its way, 

With the ftrong radiance of immortal day. 
Yet ſhall the widow'd verſes ſacred be 

To thy dear memory, that ſole pledge of thee. 
Howe'er the common run of mean deſert 

Dies with the feeling brain, and beating heart, 
With mere Mortality's abhorr'd remains, 

Rots in the grave, where dumb oblivion reigns ; 
No ſordid motive ſhall eraze thy name, 

Alive or dead, thy merit ſtill the ſame *. 


® The reader may think it ſuperfluous to be informed here, 
that this alludes to Vertumnus; or, The Progreſs of Spring, 
inſcribed to the late pious, learned, and ingenious Dr EDwWwAn D 
YovunG ; the firſt volume of theſe poems, as well as a good part 
ef the ſecond, being printed off before his deceaſe. 
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OR THE 


UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY. 


ADDRESSED TO 
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Et tum lum facite, es tumulo ſuperaddite carmen. 
| VIS. 


Ttend, fair MARIA, not averſe to hear 
A friendly Muſe in Elegy complain; 
But why braod o'er diſtreſs, when Maria's near, 
Whoſe blooming charms inſpire the ſprightly ſtrain ? 


Yet, gentle Maid, the tender thrill of thought 
Is now implor'd, the ſorrow-humid eye; 

The melting heart with ſweet ſenſations fraught, 
The ſoften'd aſpect, and the heaving figh. 
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So fine a ſwell of ſentimental grief, 
'So ſoft a tonch of ſympathetic wo, 
That ſeek no vulgar impotent relief; 
Virtue alone can boaſt, or Mara ſhow. 


When Pity moves the trembling ſtrings of life, 
The quicken'd heart feels exquiſite all o'er; 
Feels, no rude paſſions in unfriendly ftrife, 
But pleaſure mix'd with ſadneſs pleaſe the more. 


To pity Worth, is to eſteem it too, 
Eſteem in others, is ourſelves to claim; 
Pity is Merit's immemorial duc, 


Thus, then, ſelf-praiſe and picy are the ſame, 


No heart can Pity's prompt emotions feel, | 
But that once moulded by Love's gentle hand ; 
The unrelenting heart's fenc'd round with ſteel, 


Beneath no ſocial Paſſion's mild command. 


Who pities then, a nice-form'd taſte declares, 
All that is fair or lovely to admire ; : 

A bias ſoft to Friendſhip's tender cares, 
And all the ſweets of elegant deſire. 
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Here, as a Lily ſunk beneath the ſtorm, 
Your beauteous likeneſs, ſave in woes, behold ; 


For manner, ſweetneſs, and exteriour form, 
Where charms beyond the vulgar boaſt unfold, 


The breath of Spring, with her ſelected ſweets, 
But a faint emblem of her temper pive ; 

How ſeldom one her fair reſemblance meets, 
Too excellent to dic, too good to live ! 


But theſe avail'd not to his rufhan eye, 

Who void of all, would meanly all deſpiſe ; 
Ne'er did the gildings of a vernal ſky 

Prevent the Earthquake's ſhock, or tempeſt's riſe. 


Attend then, Maz1a, let your candour plead 
The Muſe's pardon, as your ſmiles inſpire ; 

And ſuffer her your lonely ſteps to lead 
Where only Folly's backward to retire. 


The rueful vault, the mattock, and the grave, 
The buſt funereal, and the cypreſs ſhade, 

That ſet the monarch level with his ſlave, 
Make only little vulgar minds afraid. 
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Come then, the mcek ſuperiour of your ſex, 

For beauty, though that beauty leaſt your praiſe; 
Behold what ills unnumber'd may perplex 

A helpleſs maid, yet all her virtues raiſe. 


If, from the pure expanſe of rural ſkies, 

Where vernal breezes, dews, and ſunſhine cheer, 
Priſon'd in rooms, the lily deigns to riſe, 

How alter'd all her native charms appear ! 


Diſeas'd and languid looks her form throughout, 
Which Spring abroad as her firſt beauty ſhows, 
Leſs balmy ſweets ſhe breathes profuſe about, 


And all her leaves their gloſſy whiteneſs loſ?, 


Juſt fo, to gratify ſome wretched view, 
The little caprice of an abject mind; 

What changes in the fair one's looks enſue, 
If by ſevere tyrarnic laws confin'd ! 


The lily, then, on Sorrow's call attends, 
In fickly languor o'er her features ſpread ; 
Not love-meek [nnocence herſelf befriends, 
From each bright eye the living luſtre fled ! 
Vor. II. Y 
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Such was, alas! Monim1a's hapleſs doom, 
For ſhall the Muſe the ſecret deed conceal ? 
Guilt all would bury in eternal gloom, 
But Juſtice muſt the direful truth reveal, 


This boaſt of Beauty, and of Virtue twain, 

A fatal law Lorenzo forc'd to wed ; 

He woo'd, not Merit, but vile ſordid Gain, 
Not for his heart a partner, but his bed. 


Thoſe, who aſſum'd, ſtretch'd pow'r parental too, 
Beyond what God or Nature ever meant; 

True ; ſhe from them her breath precarious drew, 
But not that ſoul which knows no mean reſtraint. 


Oft on her knees, and with tear-flooded eye, 
Would ſhe implore one favour, one alone, 

Which pride with meanneſs only could deny, 
Her choice implore, a Man of worth, or none. 


« Tf wed I muſt, let Thuzron be the man, 
« Whoſe birth and manners all conſpire to pleaſe ; 
Though not by Fortune faſhion'd to your plan, 
Vet at his board fit Plenty, Joy, and Eaſe. 


The UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY. 25; 


His form — but not his beauty ſtrikes my eye, 
Vet is he lovely, and from childhood known; 
He hears Diſtreſs, but not unpitied, ſigh, 
* Virtue and he long ſince familiars grown. 


„et TwerON, and his offers, I reſign, 
«« To purchaſe all to me, a Parent's ſmile ; 
This be your triumph, as the duty mine, 


But ah! my ruin not your triumph ſtyle ! 


« What though LoxExNZzO's coffers ſwell with pelf, | 
4% Still is he wretched, poor, and mean withal ; | 

« His god, his friend, his neighbour, is—himſelf, 
« Malice may blaſt, he can no lower fall. 


Be his !—O let a proſtrate ſuppliant move 

This filial tear, this heart-commiſſion'd ſigh ! 
Command me to reſpect him, but to love 

„ Thine, TazzoN, muſt I be—a maid—or die !—” 


Sweet injur'd fair !— what, ſuch diſtreſs ſurvey, 
Hear the fond pleadings of a heart fo ſoft, 
Yet Nature's riſing impulſe diſobey ! 
Oft as the ſob recurr'd, ſuppreſs'd as oft ' 
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Such too, (to blet the annals of mankind, 
And blaſt with infamy thoſe tender names) 

Her parents !—Nature them as ſuch deſign'd, 
But ſhe the brutal violence diſclaims. 


They ſaw her gentle ſoul diſſolv'd in tears, 

And heard the melting arguments ſhe ſobb'd ; 
But with the adder's unrelenting ears, 

The eye of ſavage, of her younglings robb'd ! 


In words, that on each ſenſe like thunder broke, 
Which ſcarce the Muſe repeats unruffled o'er ; 
Thus they replied, and menac'd as they ſpoke, 
** Loxexzo's your's, or you our child no more. 


« Loztxzo!—think what honours grace his name 
* How high thro' times remote runs his deſcent ! 
« How vaſt bis riches, which by lineage came ! 
« Lorinzo flight ?—would you too late repent ? 


O Gold! thou ſplendid enemy to Love! 
What crouds, for thee, to ruin headlong run! 
When Merit, Youth, and Beauty fail to move, 
For thee we wed, we wed, and are undone ' 
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They till control'd the freedom of her choice; 
By actual force each conquer'd her diſdain, 

Too mild the threat'nings of a loud rais'd voice. 


They conquer'd ? no; ſuperiour to delay, 
Mox iu choſe, though all her ſcorn alive, 
Choſe rather certain death, than diſobey, 
Deeply impreſs'd, not long ſhe could ſurvive. 


But here, let none her ſad example prize, 
Moxntiw1a err'd, howe'er her motive pure; 
Nature's firſt ſacred mandate we practiſe, 


When we ourſelves from miſery ſecure. 


Not ſo Mox1mia ; ſhe, with great reſolve, 
Her fate provok'd, her piety to fave; 

But ſuch exceſſes few in woes involve, 
For Virtue's ſake how few prefer the grave | 


Who dare the Hymeneal rites profane, 
Concord's chaſte joys with ſouls miſpair'd to taſte ? 
Jaſtly all ſuch ſeek happineſs in vain, 
Winter's chill damps their hopes in bloſſom waſte, 
Y 3 
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„ Let two be one,” kind Nature loud proclaims, 
But men with ſacrilegious hands divide; 

The ſelfiſh wed, while ox/y Virtue blames, 
By ſcro!ls and ſettlements, not hearts, ally'd. 


But let not pert Detraction, foul-mouth'd elf, 
Blot the fair tranſcript of the ſex's fame ; 
Let men careſs that boſom-viper, ſelf, 


At once their crime, their puniſhment, and ſhame. 


Let Nature diate, Prudence fix the choice, 
And Love preſide, with tender wiſh, o'er all; 
Be then the wordt pronounc'd with ſteady voice, 
Men muſt them equal, angels happy call. 


But ah! far other ſad Mon1mia's fate, 
Born underneath ſome dark ill-omen'd ſtar! 
When Paradiſe had op'd her bliſsful gate, 
Some dzmon interpos'd a triple bar 


While, in the ſunſhine of a ſummer's day, 
Through the dun umbrage coo'd the Turtle - dove, 
The falcon ſpy'd his unſuſpecting prey, 
And to her guiltleſs heart his talons drove. 
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But be that wretch abandon'd to deſpair, 
From his curs'd roof let Happineſs depart, 
Who would by baſe compulſions gain the Fair, 

Who would commit an outrage on the heart. 


LoxExzo! what black fiend thy breaſt inſpir'd, 
To murder Innocence, in horrid plee ; 

A fair Diſconſolate, by all admir'd, 
As form'd the exquiſite reverſe of thee ? 


Though gibbets rot c'er fach fell miſcreants die, 
Guilt, like ſome vulture, ſhall thy heart-ftringz 
Dire in thy face ſhall H, dra terrours fly, (gnaw 3 


And thou on racks expire, in ſpite of law. 


Montura trembling to the altar goes, 
All ſpeechleſs, like a lamb to ſlaughter led! 
Warm on her cheek no bluſh connubial glows, 
The lily triumphs in the roſe's ſtead ! 


Her hand, that hung down lif-leſs by her fide, 
The guilty bridegroom ſeizes as his own ; 

Scarce her deſpair aad anguiſh could ihe hide, 
Yet ſigh'd not, haply, left reluftance ſhown |! 
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Oh! had Death's ſummons all his hopes beguil'd, 
And ſaatch'd her ſenſeleis from his horrid arms! 
Or had ſhe bloom'd in ſome far diſtant wild, 
In all her virgin elegance of charms ! 


There, haply, ſoon ſome ſhepherd ſwain had firay'd, 
His ſoul all gentle, as unmatch'd his form ; 

Beheld, admir'd, and woo'd the charming maid, 
Each other's itar through life's tumu;tuous ſtorm. 


Each other's Heav'n, from rude inſpection hid. 
Undamp'd by envy, and remote from wo; 
Each other's ſoul of harmony, amid 
The buſtle of diſcordant ſtrife below. 


Each other's treaſure, though no diamonds flame 
With luilre of vain glorv on their hands; 
Though, tack'd fantaſtic to a paltry name, 
No mouldy reut-rolls [well with charter - lands. 


Each other's fame, though no loud trumpets blow, . 
While human ears, as ſponges rain, abſorb ; . 
Each other's world in miniature, to throw 
A ſhadow of eclipſe on Bouazon's orb. 
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Oh! had Mon tui, from the tyger's fangs, 
Been folded thus in Lov's encircling arms; 

No beauteous prey to Sorrow's waſting pangs, 
No fiend to riot on an angel's charms ! 


But how ſuperlative had Virtue ſhone, 
How thus Religion prov'd her birth divine, 
Riches uncurs'd, not to Lox ENO thrown, (deſign ? 


And thus marr'd Heav'n's juſt, righteous, good 


He gain'd Mon iu, nor her value knew, 
But as the conqueſt gratified his pride; 

Her fortune was the object in his view, 
Nor could diſguiſe his low pretenſions hide. 


Alas ! hard is the lot of womankind, 
By mercenary traffic bought and ſold ! 
Reaſon ne'er weighs the beauties of the mind, 
If but the ſordid balance finks with gold! 


Nor wonder, with the firſt revolving moon, 
Scarce common proofs of tenderneſs ſhe ſhar'd ; 
How much unlike, her fate evinc'd too ſoon, 
An angel and a fend in union pair'd, 


260 MONIM IA; or, 


As Love no corner of his heart poſſeſt, 
And all his ſchemes of vile ambition gain'd; 
A jealous frenzy ſciz'd his troubled breaſt, 
Though not a thought Moninia's honour ſtain'd. 


But let not Candour varnith o'er the tale, 
His jealous qualms were feign'd, the wretch confeſt, 

That the pretext his views might more avail, 
And ſhe with ſecming juſtice be diſtreſt. 


Conſcious how little merit he can claim, 
Or to attract, or fix, a female heart, 
To lower her's, a baſe unmanly aim, 
He acts the villain's, and detractor's part. 


Rudely from all ſociety cut off, 

But that abhorr'd, ſociety with him ; 
She lives a cloiſter'd object of his ſcoff, 

His hate paſſion, petulance, and whim. 


The tyrant ſoon he proves, wrapt in diſguiſe, 
Veiliag his curs'd deſigu with ſpecious art; 
Naked before her view at once it hes, 
Alarms her fcars, and wounds her to the heart. 
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With all Love's tender, meek, perſuaſive pow'rs, 
Would ſhe engage that heart ſhe never priz'd, 
While tears eſcape her in portentous ſhow'rs, 


In vain, her ſoft endearments all deſpis'd. 


Till Cruelty grew weary of reftraint, 
Some medium ſtill the fly deceiver kept; 
Once too, in ſpite of all the tyrant meant, 
Nature relented, and Lok ENZO wept. 


But not alone avowedly ſevere, 


He treats this matchleſs wor der of her ſex ; 


His very kindneſſes how infincere ! 


His blandiſhments themſelves all fram'd to vex ! 


But would Montmia's hardſhips claim belief, 
Varied by ev'ry wicked r:can device? 

Her gentle ſpirit ſinks beneath her grief, 
How could ſhe purchaſe death, whate'er the price ! 


Yet ſo reſign'd, ſo humble in her wo, 
Still ſhe poſleſs'd ſuch dignity of thought, 
That from her lips no bitter railings flo, 


No murmurs with a bold impatience fraught. 
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True; ſhe is wretched, of all hope bereft, 

Touch'd in her quickeſt ſenſe of home-felt ſmart ; 
But ſtill unisjur'd Innocence is left, 

Not wounded is her conſcience, but her heart. 


Little refle& the gay fantaſtic croud, 
Whoſe ev'ry wiſh its darling object meets, 
What numbers would to life prefer the ſhroud, 
Thoſe too whom Folly Fortune's choſen greets. 


Within the circle of domeſtic life 
What paſſes, by the vulgar eye unſeen ; 
Howe'er the ſphere of miſery and firife, 
Affects us coolly, as it ne'er had been. 


Boaſt not thoſe tyrants born of regal line, 

Whom crowns protect, howe'erenlarg'd their crimes; 
Such milder ſeem, in caprice and deſign, 

Than each home-thron'd Loa kN ZO of our times. 


Let poets, ne'er to real life confin'd, 
Emblazon forth great names whom kings oppreſs ; 
Their ranks, but not misfortunes, ſtrike mankind, 
Thefe, like their virtues, than Mox1mia's leſs. 
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The filent grief, that preys upon the heart, 
The inward anguiſh, and the boſom-pang ; 


Like deadly ſerpents twiſt round life, nor part, 
Till Death releaſes from the poiſon'd fang. 


But O! may happier ſuns on Maxi ſhine, 
In the ſoft radiance of one cloudleſs day! 

And, at mild Evening's gradual late decline, 
May not a ſhade obſcure their ſetting ray ! 


May no falſe traitor, in Love's ſacred mak, 
Be her's, as once, alas! Moximia's lot; 

But He, with whom would pleaſe the rural taſk, 
The ſylvan banquet, and the ſhepherd's cot. 


Nor ſcorn that ſoftneſs, Charmer, to with-hold, 
That filent tear, that geutly- ſwelling ſigh ; 
Her ills, howe'er in ſimple numbers told, 


Might melt the flinty heart, and ſavage eye. 


Nature to Man the daring foul affign'd, 
At but his Maker's dread rebuke to ſlart; 
But, of materials ſoften'd and refin'd, 
To tender feelings form'd the female hear: : 
Ver, II, 2 
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And while MoxiuiA's ſorrows we deplore, 
We pay that tribute Virtue ſtyles her own, 
A tribute that enriches us the more, 
Tears are the debt, and Merit is the loan, 


Beyond the maxims of the Stoic page, 
Reſearches vain of metaphyſic pride ; 

Her mournful tory may inſtruct the age, 
At once to mend its manners, and deride, 


But who would purchaſe, at Moximia's rate, ; 
The fatal leſſon, better ah untaught ! 

Tho' hence ſtyl'd philoſophically great, 
And high on Fame's celeſtial pinion caught? 


Who to ſhine forth, tho' mark'd by Virtue's ſtamp, 
A bright and fair example to mankind, 

Would certain hopes of bliſs remorſeleſs damp, 
Or in Lox EX ZO's arms them blaſted find! 


Sure, boding ſcreech-owls hover'd round, to pour, 
While Juſtice equipois'd her balance hangs, 
Black frightful omens on his natal hour, 
Thrown into life with more than wonted pangs. 
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When births enormous Nature burſts to light, 
By previous ſignals ſhe forewarns mankind; 
Leſt the fel! wonder might o'erwhelm the fight, 
And fatally ſerpriiſe the guardleſs mind. 


Yet, who of Heav'a could once himſelf perſuade, 


I ao Mox1tizs grac'd our world below 7 
Their bright example comes to Reaſon's aid, 


When hes bewilder'd pow'rs no farther ge 


Nor for probation were this lite deſign” .i, 
Did no Loxexzos on its joys ob::ude : 

Thus all-wiſe-Providence to humankind, 
Ill but permits, as conducive to good. 


But now the Muſe digreſſes from her theme, 
Fond of a reſpite from iudignant grief; 
But ah! Lorexzo, cruel to extreme, 


Ne'er knew the art divine to give relief 


Soon on her health his brutal uſage preys, 
Howe'er a more than female firmneſs bore ; 
His merc'leſs eyes her waſting charms ſurvey *, 


As if a ſmile their luſtre would reſtore. 
2 2 
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Long tir'd of life, with all its rude alarms, 
Its phantom co aforts, and ſublaatiil ills ; 
Now but Religion boaſts intrinſic charme, 


While chaſte Devotion all her botom 6113, 


Nor did Aflition kindle in her breaſt 
A ſacred flame that glow'd uot there before ; 
Her brighter days the ſame pure flame confeſt, 
Though Virtue, haply, now endear'd the more. 


When ſome diſtreſs with haſty ſtep invades, 
For aid let cowards to Religion turn ; 
Tor holy fires, but in Grief's ſullen ſhades, 


Seldom in Fortune's ſunſhine, partial burn. 


The ray from Fortune vainly ſhot around, 

To throw a ſplendour on Monimia's fame, 
Its ample ſphere illum'd already found, 

There loſt, or back refleted whence it came. 


« Let Fortune turn aſide, with footſtep proud, 
And Fortune's haughty minions, Wealth and 
Fame, 
„ And Grandeur, circled by their menial croud, 


« Nor waſte their honours on Moxtulis's name: 
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« If fair Religion, with her gentle gueſts, 
«« Her cherub train of Graces, ſcorn her not; 
„ Unpinion'd from her flight Ambition reſts, 
„Nor would a crown add ſplendour to her let. 


„ Religion! with what peace, a life well ſpent, 
For thee employ'd its each returning breath, 
What rapture, words would vainly repreſer.t, 


„ In thy divine embrace we yield to death 


Thus, with an intelle&ual ſoar of thought, 
Would ſhe her heart's fond wiſhes oft exprets ; 
Nor were thoſe angel inmates vainly fought, 


To grace Mox1»:14's dwelling, or to ble. 


But ah! ſuch is tae d:cad decree below, 
The brighteſt worth oft-· times ſeems malt oppret.'s 
That vain ſhort- ſighted mortals hence might knew, 
Life is not her reward, but Virtue's teſt, 


Who, elſe, could bear the burden of his woes ? 
Who fight with pain, nor hope a kind diſcharge ? 
Mox1m1a, elſe, had ne'er to angel roſe, | 
Her patience vaſt, as her misfortunes large. 
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But ſhall the Muſe on her fad ſtory dwell, 
To talte the bitter anguiſh of her fate ? 
—A victim to his cruelty ſhe fell! 


He ſaw his dreadſul errour when too late 


Yet, while eternal ſlumbers ſeal'd her eyes, 
And thro' each vein Death's freezing chillneſs ran; 
Wich feeble voice, and falt'ring lips, ſhe cries, 


May mercy and forgiveneſs meet The man! 


« O Love InmoRTAL ! thine's the Godlike pow'r, 
« And thine alone, to pity and forgive! 

« If pardon then awaits my dying hour, 
O may He not hat hour unpardon'd live!“ 


Nor more ſhe utter'd : like the lily pale, 
The ſweetneſs of her looks ſcarce chang'd by death; 
While no fierce throbs her tender frame afſail, 
As ſaints expire, ſhe draws her lateſt breath. 


Yet though Mon1m1a's ſorrows wing'd the dart 
That ſtopt a while her temporary breath; 
Her and diſtreſs Fate could alone diſpart, 
Her glory dawn'd amid the ſhades of death. 


* 
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O'er her deceaſe the Muſes love to weep, 
Nor from the bier can Friendſhip lift her eye! 
Together both ſad mournful vigils keep, 
Sighing for man, that ſuch Deſert ſhould die ! 


But who can paint his horrour and ſurpriſe, 
That confli of outrageous paſhons ſhown, 

When he beheld the luſtre leave her eyes, 
And from her lips the ruby tincture flown ? 


Too well, alas! ſhe her decline conceal'd, 
He but her wonted delicacy blam'd, 
Nor dream'd the fatal change, till Death reveal'd ; 


Vain, falſe excuſe, howe'er by Candour fram' d. 


By flow advance the firings of life unloos'd, 
And Beauty gradual ſinking to decay, 
Silent and calm, no arts officious us'd, 
To all appear'd remote Moxima's pay, 


No ſudden change to give the dread alarm, 
Unleſs to Friendſhip's eye, that ne'er ſurvey'd, 

Or mark'd her temper, or defac'd one ch::m, 
Lovely in life's laſt ſtage the dying maid, 
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But Oh! one eve, when, to the ſad-pleas'd eye, 
Her gentle filter, CynTH14a, roſe ſerene, 

As if to light her paſſage to the ſky; 
Mox1m1a fled life's grief-o'erclouded ſcene. 


Who would not like Mon ut fall aſleep, 
Howe'er affliction clos'd her willing eye; 

Rather than ruſh down Fate's tremendous ſteep, 
Or in the pomp of wretched greatneſs, vis ? 


She fell, but to announce another's lapſe 
From honour, like a LucirER of old! 

She fell, her certain is the world's perhaps, 
That others might the way to riſe behold ! . 


She fell, but Virtue faw Mon1ma's fall, 
Above a tear, with triumph in her look ! 
She fell, but rais'd in excellence by all, 


Death gave her more (kind ſpoiler) than he took 


She fell, but not as angels from the ſkies, 
Their glory loſt for ever to condole ! 
She fel], but with a ſeraph's wing to riſe, 


Her flight commenc'd when to the grave ſhe ſtole ! 
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So on the poliſh'd mirrour falls a ray, 
To riſe more ſplendid on the dazzled fight ; 
So weſtward ſinks the glorious orb of day, 
That he may riſe in pomp of Eaſtern light. 


Ceaſe then to boaſt, thou tyrant of the grave, 
Whoſe trophies are the tombs of humankind, 
Where from oblivion Art affects to ſave 
Thy deeds, by epitaphs, and buſts reclin'd ! 


Though to the purple canopy of ſtate, 
Oft flies thy ſhaft, wing'd by the dread decree; 
Though humbled oft the mighty and the great, 
Vaunt not, Monimia triumphs over thee. 


Nor here let mere Humanity pretend, 
To claim a compliment, far nobler paſs'd ; 
Alas ! brought hopeleſs to our latter end, 
How unaſſied Nature looks aghaſt ! 


To ſmoothe the frown on Death's tremendous brow, 
And blunt the pointed terrours of his ling ; 
Quick at Religion's altar pay the vow, 
The ſole reſource, whate er bold poets ſing. 
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Let ſome to Stoic apathy recur, 
Others to fine-ſpun metaphyſic ſchemes ; 
While ſome at non-exiſtence ſcarce demur, 
Theſe are Deſpair's laſt ſhifts, fick Fancy's dream: 


Wiſhes, that mount on Faith's triumphant wings; 
Hopes, nought Ic:5 than Eternity can bound; 
Joy, that but from approving Conſcience ſprings ; 

Theſe are alone our dying cordials found. 


When lawleſs Senſe has rioted at large 
Through a long period of licentious joys, 
As Heav'n can ne'er the mighty debt diſcharge, 
Extinction then the horrid thought employs, 


O ſhame to Reaſon ! ſhame to manly Senſe ! 
Rank cowardice, and meanneſs undiſguis'd ! 
To live in anxious torture and ſuſpenſe, I ſpis'da 


Then die like brutes, more wretched, more de- 


But O, dread arbiter of life and death! 
Be Faith's firm hold, be Hope's prompt comforts 
Begun to live, when | reſign my breath, [I mine! 
Thou my ſolace, as boundleſs mercy thine |! 
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Thus ſhall Mox it's fair example live, 
| Approv'd, admir'd, nor imitated leſs ; 
While Candour would Loxexzo half forgive, 
Though Juſtice might the weak deſign repreſs. 


Ye abject ſons of tyranny and pride, 
To horrid doubts whom Jealouſy inflames ; 
Hence lay your wretched impious ſchemes aſide, 
Mox1imta's tomb your guilt and doom proclaims, 


- 


Virtue, oft-times, howe'er oppreſs'd ſhe ſeems, 
How few to reſcue, though deplor'd by all ! 
Though Folly's eye the angel vanquiſh'd deems, 


Survives her death, and triumphs in her fall. 


Vice, though high ſwoln in iuſolence of pow'r, 

By ſome with dread beheld, with plaudits ſome, 
At beſt but poorly conquers for an hour, 

Or in the very conqueſt is o'ercome. 


How Qrove Loxtxzo with avow'd intent, 
To fink her virtyes level with his own ; 
But, all his views o'erſhot, his malice ſpent, 

Behold ! an angel till the more ſhe ſhone . 


274 MON IMI A; or, 


As Night's ſurrounding darkneſs deeper glooms, 
Huſhes each warbler, and the view confſines; 
A brighter ſparkle ev'ry ſtar aſſumes, 
Till all the firmament illumin'd ſhines. 


Nor be impartial Juſtice once impeach'd, 
Even here Lox ENZO meets his righteous doom; 
By Heav'n's emphatic vengeance quickly reach'd, 
Conviction's deep remoiſe, deſpair, and gloom. 


With all his anxious efforts to forget, 
Her injur'd ſhade ſtill on his view obtrudes ; 
Though ſtudious to avoid, indignant yet, 
Each fear-ey'd object to her fate alludes, 


His diſappointed hopes, his broken vows, 
His meanneſs, cunning, cruelty, and pride; 
Deep fix in horrour on his down-caſt brows, 


Or whelm his thoughts in one tumultuous tide. 


But v hen her merit riſes to his view, 
Her innocence, her unaffected charms, 

Which, as her woes increas'd, ſtill brighter grew; 
With keener ftiog his conſcious heart alarms. 
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But hold; the moral hence new force deriv'd, 
Elſe had unmark'd Mox1M1a's tyrant paſs'd ; 
Though he that angel Excellence ſurviv'd, 
His peace departed, when ſhe breath'd her laſt. 


Nor ſcorns the Muſe one ſacrifice to Truth, 
Not to her Worth deceas'd he /eem'd unjult ; 1 
Though once o'erlook'd her virtues, charms, and 


How could he but revere her in—the duſt ? { youth, 


Doom'd to the preſſure of heart-rending grief, 8 
In marble what remain'd of her he laid; 

And, eager to inſure a ſhort relief, 
Theſe lines inſerib'd, a debt which juſtice paid, 


But be theſe lines extorted from his pen, 

By Worth extorted, on each heart ingrav'd; 
A caution of no light import to men, 

One ruin'd, that a thouſand may be ſav'd. 
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Tun RITA. 


Here ſleeps, in the ſtill manſion of the grave, 
What once was comelineſs and virtue twain ; 


From death could innocence or beauty ſave, 
On Earth's cold lap, Mox1M1a had not lain, 


All that beheld, for ever lov'd to gaze, 

That heard her, could have liſten'd without end; 
Yet hence was but deriv'd her ſecond praiſe, 

lence, with a form not Fancy's ſelf could mend. 


For friendſhip form'd, and all life's ſocial joys, 
A FriexvD ſhe ſought, but Fate ah difinclin'd ! 


To Heav'n ſhe fled, where Max no more annoys, 
'To ſeek that treaſure, here ſhe ne'er could find. 


The Ena of the EleG1tes. 


EPITA PHS for a MIS E R. 


I 


Thers preſs forward haply Heaven to find, 
Alas! the miſer leaves bi; Heaven behind. 
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Eader, ſurvey this monumental pile, 
Nor drop a tear of pity all the while. 

It roſe, enjcin'd by will, at mighty coſt, 
For dead, by it, the Miſer nothing loſt, 
He died, a victim at the ſhrine of pelf, 
Becauſe, alive, he never lov'd him/elF. 
He died, like him, Fate ne'er could debt forgive, 
He died, becauſe he knew not how to /ive. 
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III. 
His letter'd ſtone, to mortals kind, conceals 
A wretch, who from himſelf no longer ſteals. 
Death, in mere ſpite, for Death deſpiſes pelf, 


Stole the aſtoniſh'd miſer from himſelf. 
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Himſelf his friends Hill in embraces hold, 

For (Aran e) l. s foai's matrrializ'd to gold. 
Tlence, 25 uſt lcaven 0 fouls precedence gives, 
Though chiün' ! here, his nobler half till lives. 
Death but deſtroys the body, not himſelf, 
Mankind do more, deſtroy his ſoul, his pelf. 
Thus we the tale philoſophy renew, 


That ſouls are mortal, and material too, 


TV. 


Miſer died; ſome gen'rous friend 


Grac'd with a tomb his latter end, 

And wrote, Beneath lies NATHAN DRAEW, 

« Who kindly left me — this to do.“ 

His heir, one day in paſſing by, 

This ſhort inſcription chanc'd to ſpy, 

And, glancing o'er it with ſurpriſe, 

Exclaim' d, How much the marble lies!“ 
Shaking his purſe (with tranſport too) 

«+ Here, here! (quoch he) lies NaThax DREW. 


Eeritaens for a MIS ER. 279 


V. 
5 Ere reſts, beneath this graſſy · border'd ſtone, 
A miſer, who made man's chef goed his ocun. 
Hail marble! thus indulg'd with endleſs fame, 
Forgotten elſe with ſome ſaint's half ſpelt name; 
That elſe had made the Text ſome Poet's own, 


When, aſking bread, he had receiv'd a ſtone. 


VI. 

4 juſtly claims theſe lines ingrav'd, 

Thus from oblivion, not damnation, ſav'd; 
For He who, by no precepts overaw'd, 
Worſhips an idol, for the one true Gop; 
He too, LuckeTivs beck'ning from his ſhelt, 
Who with remorſeleſs poniard ſtabs himſelf; 
By Heaven deteſted, and deſpis'd by men, 
May plead forgiveneſs, if a miſer can. 


sage 
VII. 
Hrouded beneath this venerable ſtone, 
Each day he liv'd more /elf- denied fill grown, 


Scorning the eaſe and luxury of pelf, 


A martyr lies — a martyr to himſelf. 
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VIII. 


His monument, which bears no vulgar na me, 
A noted Miſer eonſecrates to fame, 
Ye patriot band of old ! ye glorious few, 
How often prais'd ! now imitated too! 
Who till, with freedom nothing could conceal, 
Preferr'd the general to the private weal ! 
Give place — nor your deſer's miſunderſtood, 
The Miter died, died for the public goad. 
Hail bene factor of the hum:nkicd ! 
Wh t bleſſings thy deceaſe confers behind ! 
For which, through life, each evi! was endur'd, 
And which b, death's eifeRually ſecur'd. 
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Miter rots below thi mould'ring ſtone, 

Who ttarv'd himielf, thr ugh ſpleen, to ſkin 
Leſt  orms might riot on his fleſh at laſt, [and bone, 
And boait, what he ne'er ccutid, a lull repaſt. 
Such ſtill was his propenſity to /ave, 
Not man alone, he would defraud the grave. 
But O! could reptiles here in triumph laugh! 
On earth's 4 veur d the Miſer's better half. 


EexiTarn on Mr AD DIS ON, 


X. 
Nder this kind protecting yew 
A critic lies, and poet too, 

That is, the reſt to Heav'n remov'd, 
So much of each as mortal prov'd. 
He, oft as exercis'd his pen, 
Gave immortality to men. 
But Death could ne'er his pen forgive, 
To ſcorn his pow'r, and make men live. 
Yet, though unbrandiſh'd in his hand, 
It vibrates ſtill at Time's command. 
Friends App1:0n and Time thus cloſe, 
But Death and He relentleſs foes, 
Victor and vanquiſh'd in one breath, 
Death co::quers Him, he conquers Death, 
Though gone himſelf, Time ever kind, 
His great avenger's left behind, 
Whoſe dart, mankind amends to make, f 
Will Death himſelf at length o'ertake. 
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ETITAPH for Mr TH OMS O Nos 
Mos u MEN r. 


XI. 
Ould ſtatues ſpeak, no couplet were requit'd, 
How poets liv'd by all mankind admir'd ; 

But ſpeech deny'd, the letter-titled flone 
. Muſt tell of Tromsox, what to all is known, 
„With Attic fire that ScoTia ſaw him burn, 
« His cradle there, in Ax LA claim'd his urn.” 
Others to marble may their glory owe, 
And boalt thoſe honours ſculpture can beitow ; 
Short-liv'd renown, that every moment muſt 
Sink with its emblem, and conſume to duſt ; 
But Tromson needs no artiſt to ingrave, 
From dumb oblivion no device to fave ; 
Such vulgar aids let names inferiour aſk, 
Nature for him aſſumes herſelf the taſk ; 
The Seaſons are his monuments of fame, 
With them to flouriſh, as from them it came. 
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EPITAPH on Sir — 


XII. 
Alm ſleeps the mortal part below 
Of one who never had a toe; 

A Chriſtian form'd on Reaſon's plan, 
A modeſt faint, an honeſt man. 
Whoſe hands a ſceptre might have ſway's, 
Had Charity not been their trade ; 
Whom robes imperial might have grac'd, 
Had Folly thought them not well plac'd ; 
His brow with gems had been adorn'd, 
But Virtue ſtill the baubles ſcorn'd. 
To Heav'n be ſongs of praiſe begun, 
For what it gracious has no? done, 
He dy'd, O reader, fo may you, 
For he had nothing elſe to do. 
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XIII. 
H — claims the grateful look, 
Whom Death as his beſt friend miſtook, 
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And therefore ſuffer'd him to live, 

Til! age itſelf the ſtroke did give. 

Death was beguil'd, ſince, fond of brothers, 
He deem'd /s doctor juſt like others. 

Yet, tyrar.t, boaſt ; for, poor in pelf, 

He, ſaving others, fell himſelf. 

Ah! who a recompenſe can give ? 

Though dead, by him a thouſand live. 
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EPIT APH on FANNY ROVER. 


His tomb-ſtone covers Fanny Rover, 
Who often read her pray'r-book over, 
Yet never thought, till Death ſtood by, 
Alas! alas! that ſhe muſt die. 
1% O ſave me,” ſays the clay-pale maid, 
*« Saving,” cries Death, was ne'cr my trade. 
„% Well 1 believe it,” faid the other, 
„ But kindly leave me for another; 
O turn your pointed dart away! 
« Ogre me but a fingle day 
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„ Will it diminiſh aught your pow'r, 
To grant the favour of one hour ? 

« Only a moment's reſpite give, 

4 Tl! then, though old, begin to live. 
« Life rather ſhould commence at death,” 
He ſtern reply'd, and ſtopt her breath. 
Virgins, be wiſe from FAx x Rovis, 
Act not her life, but death-bed over. 


SSS 
xv. 


ErilirArH on LUCY HAY. 


Ere lies a ſenſeleſs lump of clay, 

That once envelop'd Lucy Har, 
Next with the ſan-beam, and the ſhow'r, 
To animate ſome gentle flow'r ; 
An emblem, not beyond the truth, 
Of Lucy's blooming charms and youth, 
Each Seaſon ſhall ſee Luc riſe, 
And all admire her — but the ſkies ; 
For there a welcome ſpirit gone, 
Far other likeneſs ſhe puts on. 
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To one life Death the ſtroke did give, 
But Lucy thus ſhall doubly live. 


XVI. 
EriTapH on a SLANDERER, 


H moulders one, not worth a ſob, 
Who all mankind was wont to rob, 
Not of their watches, or their purſes, 
But of their characters, which worſe is. 
The good he hated (wretched elf) 
Becauſe the good unlike himſelf ; 

The good, ſtill bound by Candour's laws, 
But pity'd him, for the ſame cauſe, 

Kind Death! to bid his tongue be ſtill, 


Commanding, “ thou no more ſhalt kill ;* 


The ſlayer I myſelf have lain, 

Never to lie but once again, 

„When to his Saviour he ſhall kneel, 

« When ſaw I thee misfortunes feel, 

In priſon, naked, or in want, 

Nor comfort, food, and raiment grant ? 
« As the/e ne'er ſuch receiv'd from thee, 
** Mortal, ſuch ne'er were offer'd me.” 
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XVII. 


EepiTaPH on an unhappy young Man. 


Efrain, officious reader, to inquire 
What virtues once did the deceas'd inſpire * 

What ſplendid titles his deſcent adorn ? 
What ſtation held he ? of what parents born ? 
Conſign'd to duſt, nought it avails thee, now, 
To be inſtructed, whither, whence, or how, 
He came — he liv'd — is gone — theſe to conceal, 
Kind Death o'er all has ſpread his friendly veil. 
Your curious ſearch let this inſcription bound, 
On monumental marbles ſeldom found, 
For ſeldom Truth the ſcuptor's chiſſel tries, 
A hapleſs youth here in oblivion lies, 
Who finn'd — ſo have the worthieſt and the en, 
lis God and Saviour only know the ref. 
Whether, O reader, more deſert thy ſhare; 
And fewer faults, thy tomb-ſtone will declare. | 
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XVII. 
ErlrArH on a BEG GAR. 


QOme of their anceſtors talk loud, 
Of ancient blood abſurdly proud ; 
But I can call, nor make a pother, 
Abau my ſire, and Eve my mother. 
Some fam'lies up a cent'ry run, 
But mine commenc'd when time begun. 
Beygars are then as good as others, 
Monarchs and peers themſelves but — brothers. 


NANA 


XIX. 


My own EP1TAPH. 


| Pod the falſe marble tell no pompous lie, 
In admorition huſh'd the flatt'ring ſtrain ; 
„ Rightly to live, is learning how to die; 
And dying well, is but to live again.“ 
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Written in the gloomy Receſs of a Wood. 


HE Muſes kers with Melancholy meet, 
Whoſe looks relax'd a ſolemn ſmile Ciipenic ; 
Something like ſorrow, though divinely ſweet, 
Here gently ſteals on the half-conſcious ſeniy, 


The ſoften'd ſcencry of declining day, 
With clouds of fleecy gold o'eripread the fy, 
All earth ſerene beneath the parting ray, 
Who thoughtful e'cr beheld, without a 1igh ? 


That ſigh, no tribute of unmanly wo, 
Affords a proof beyond the ethic page, 
That, to conceive the beautiful below, 
And to enjoy, tranſcends the deepeſt ſage. 
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Hence too that ſigh prophetic to the wile, 
Of death, when ſouls their atmoſt pow'rs enlarge; 
That man immortal's deſtin'd to the ſkies, 


When Fate all-gracious gives the kind diſcharge, 


Here, no loud clamours of cflicious Care, 
With quick return, upon the ear obtrude ; 
Scarce mov'd 15 the ſurrounding depth of air, 


Far diſtant the approach of footſtep rude. 


Imagination hence her wing extends, 
Beyond the narrow flight of vulgar thought ; 
The heart with tranſport beats while ſhe aſcends, 
Yet whence each quick ſenſation, idly ſought, 


With eye elate of rapture and ſurpriſe, 
Mat ia each ſcene, enhanc'd by Eve, ſurveys ; 
But, though each look a ſtrange delight implies, 
Would the deſcribe it? language diſobeys. 


The ſprings of tranſport exquiiitely fram'd, 
Nature by magic moves, unknown, though felt 
From Heav'n ſome ſecret ſudden impulſe aim'd, 


Fe: eve- ſuFus'sd to Row, and hes to mel'. 
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Whether ſome ſilent intercourſe between 
Congenial ſpirits, on ſome kind deſign; 

pure intellectual hints exchang'd unſeen, 
Miſtakes and errours ftill our ſearch confine, 


Without the intervention of the ſenſe, 
The apparatus of organic parts, 

That human ſouls can feel, and feel intenſe, 
Reaſon denies not ſtrictly, nor aſſerts, 


What modes of feeling, conſciouſneſs, ſenſe, thought, 
Volition, knowledge, loco-motive pow'rs, 

With Immaterials reign, are vainly ſought, 
Howe'er ſublime Conjecture's pinion tow?rs, 


Nor leſs perplex'd the anxious human gueſs, 
Whether with man Celeſtials converſe hold. 


By means ineffable, thus to impreſs 
Strong proofs of future glories to unfold. 


Dreams, when the ſoul ſeems to exiſt apart 
From body, motionleſs, and almoſt dead, 
Save merely the miechanic-beating heart, [fpreac. 
lere throw ſome light through darkneſs chick! 
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When Sleep's ſtrong opiate ſeals the paſſive eye, 
How diſengag'd from fleſh the Spirit ſoars ! 
With angels, its aſſociates from the ſky, 
How, quick as thought, all nature it explores ! 


Time's intervals, and diſtances of ſpace, 
Vainly would interrupt her magic range ; 
Enormous mountains give, like molehills, place, 


And oceans to mere brooks before her change. 


Howe'er in mazes infinite involy'd, 
Souls hence their native dignity aſſert, 
And independence (elie much doubt unſoly'd) 
On matter ſtupid, lifeleſs, and inert, 


But leſt our farther ſearch miſunderſtood, 
Max14, thus far the grave dull verſe excuſe ;_ 
Yet Masi oft delights, in penſive mood, 
'To ſhare retirement with the moral Muſe ; 


And thus, with philoſophic caſt of thought, 
Her ſex's endleſs levity condemns ; 


By empty furms, and ſenſeleſs ſounds uncaught, 
The wave of feathers, and the blaze of gems, 
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Try'd by a taſte ſo poliſh'd and ſublime, 
Far more than vulgar joys Retirement claims ;. 
When only Wiſdom grieves the lapſe of time, 
And no wiſh envies what RefleQion blames, 


Such the calm genial ſeaſon, to arrive 
At ſomewhat diadems can ne'er beſtow, 
Though ne'er on Parian marble to ſurvive, 


That inward ſunſhine Vice deſpairs to know. 


When the fond Soul within herſelf retires, 

A little world proud Czsar ne'er poſſeſs'd; 
Feels the ecſtatic glow of her own fires, 

And feafts on pleaſures language ne'er expreſs d. 


Say, Maz1A, what myſterious Pow'r unſcen 
Acts here? or is it wayward Fancy dreams? 

No; Nature here would, by ſenſations keen, 
Awake the ſoul to great aad godlike themes. 


Without its cares, its ſorrows, and its ſt ri ſe, 
Reaſon would here all mankind ſhould be taught, 
To form a proper eſtimate of life, 
A leſſon by no dear experience bought. 


| 
| 
| 


294 F 


Virtue would here, as by ethereal fire, 

Touch ev'ry. ſtring that vibrates to the heart ;. 
Pity would here with her big woes inſpire, 

That kindred ſouls disjoin, and friends diſpart. 


For what ſad eye can glance o'er humankin 1, | 
Or the wide world's extenſive map ſurvey, 
Nor, with the pang of an ingenuous mind, 


The frequent debt of manly ſorrow pay? 


Life's wide horizon one vaſt cloud o'erſpreads, 
Through which but ſeldom ſhines a kindly ray; 
Yon diamonds, that encircle royal heads, 


Sparkle ſo bright, for abſent is the day, 


Spring clothes tac Tulip in her faireſt garb, 

A blaſt may her of beauty ſoon deſpoil ; 
Winter diſrobes her, like the meaneſt herb, 

Nor knows the floriſt where ſhe grac'd the fou. 


So, youth warm bluſhes in the virgin'? cheek, 

But ſoon theſe conſcious bluſhes charm no more ; 
Death, whoſe untimely vifit oft we ſeek, 

Bids Eeauty give all her vain triumph o'er. 
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But boaſt not, grave, exult not, tyrant Death, 
The ſoul your utmoſt reach of pow'r defies; 

Your icy hand may ſtop the fleeting breath, 
But not detain the ſpirit from the ſkies. 


Happy ! howe'er vain Fortune's wheel turns round, 
Whatever ill on man (till preſſes hard ; 
Wiſdom will ever with ſucceſs be crown'd, 


And Virtue prove her own ſublime reward ! 


NN NN NIN SINN 
DES RIPTION of the FACE. 


ADDRESSED TO 


I 1 A. 


Ature's more perfect workmanſhip we trace, 
And beautiful contrivance, in the face. 

It exquiſite ſhe wrought, without allay, 

To a conſiſtence of the ſofteſt clay; 

Surrounded it with graceful ſhades of hair, 

To render every feature doubly fair, 
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Set off each mellow'd beauty to the fight, 

In all the ſoft varieties of light ; 

With curious organs furniſh'd it around, 

To re!1ſh all the ſofter modes of ſound ; 

Made i: the ſeat of love's inchanting wiles, 

Of artlefs dimples, languiſhments, and ſmiles, 
Graces and airs, and bluſhes, all defign'd 

To mark the tender bias of the mind. 

She gave a waxen poliſh to the ſkin, 

The ſcy- blue veins tranſparent from within; 
Rais'd the ſmooth forehead, ſet the brows apart, 
Thrown into arches with ſarpaſſing art; 
Touch'd with her pencil, of Carminian dip, 
The health-plump cheek and nectar-humid lip: 
Bade the full eye revolve its lucid ball, 

To caſt a mild effulgence over all, 

Jo light up every feature, and diſplay 

A countenance, IIke Mar1a's, ever gay; 
Maxla's that can ineffably impart 

The ſoſteſt paſhons to the feeling heart; 

Make every boſom, by ſome ſecret charm,. 
Thrill with delight, and beat a ſweet alarm. 
Nor of itſelf alone: with graceful eaſe 

Virtue by it exerts her power to pleaſe. 
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Each glance, each movement ſhe adopts, and then 

Would repreſent them as her own to men, 

Nor can the eye, howe'er exact, pretend 

To mark where doth the nice reſemblance end. 
Not vainly then the lovely portrait made, 

Not vainly Nature's plaſtic ſkill difplay'd. 

To her, by this her image ſo endu'd, 

What adoration's paid, what rites renew'd ! 

Nigh on the bended knee of filent awe, 

What votive crouds in quick ſucceſſion draw 

Hands lifted up, and eyes to Heaven erect, 

In all the oſtentation of reſpect ! 

While other ardent worſhippers in turn, 

Their flaming incenſe on her altars burn; 

Gr offer up, in cenſers at her ſhrine, 

'Their fervent adulations half divine. 

But kept we mediocrity in view, 

Men would be men, nor women loſe their due, 

More reaſon then had females to be vain, 

Though ne'er addreſs'd in the feraphic ſtrain. 
What mighty conqueſts oft a beauteous face 

Gains o'er the braveſt of the human race ! 

Not more could Rome's imperial victor boaſt, 

Though his proud trophies grac'd each warlike coat 


298 DescrriyTion of the FACE. 


What the bold hero ſcarcely can perform, 

Though battles won, and cities fack'd by ftorm, 

A ſmile's effuſive funſhine can effect, 

An eye's moiſt twinkle, or a look direct. 

Women, whate'er diſparaging we ſay, 

Maintain o'er man a more than regal ſway. 

Kings have the pow'r to influence our knee, 

But though o'eraw'd it bends, our hearts are free. 

Not fo, if Beauty challenge our reſpect, 

Our knees expreſs then what our hearts direct. 
Knew women each advantage they enjoy, 

And it as Nature dictates would employ, 

That manner which the moſt aware beguiles, 

Thoſe magazines of glaaces and of ſmiles, 

Darts Iightning-wing'd, not thoſe indulg'd to crowns, 

With all their dread artillery of frowns ; 

What numbers, their appointed doom to meet, 

Would fall like vanquiſh'd heroes at their feet! 

As by a look made captive, mute deplor'd, 

So by a look to Liberty reſtor'd. 

Some kill by daggers, by the bullet ſome, 

Others by poiſon Fate's dread prize become, 

On racks expire whole multitudes ; but ſtill, 

dave women, none by words and glances kill. 
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Thus Nature wiſely knowing, that at length 
The rougher ſex, preſuming on their ſtrength, 
Would triumph o'er the gentler female race, 
For ſtrength gave women beauty in its place. 
Nor this alone; but order'd Virtue too, 
And Modeſty, if led to public view, 
To wait on Beauty with obſequious care, 
And be the conſtant guardians of the fair. 
Hence, both equality of power poſleſs, 
Or, if unlike, the man's accounted leſs ; 
For art diſcovers how mere ſtrength to fly, 
But not the love-beam'd lightning of the eye. 
But yet Diſcretion mult, with ſteady eyes, 
Take the ſure aim, and mark the lawful prize; 
Elſe will the uſcleſs apparatus fail, 
No force. ſubdue, no artifice prevail, 
Let then the female world from Mania learn, 
Each her preciſe advantage to diſcern, 
Her motive, place, her time, her object know, 
Nor further than theſe authoriſe her go. 
Hence Maxi conquers oft'ner with a glance, 
Or tranſient ſmile, as if by perfect chance, 
Than DaruxkE with her every art diſpliy'd, 


Her every charm to catch ſubſervient made, 
Vor. II. Cc 
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Hence in her end ſoon MARNIAꝰs proſpects o' er, 

But DarAxNBE's never — till ſhe be threeſcore. 

No epithet of vain hence Max 14 gains, 

Though Dayane ſcarce another term obtains. 
Hence too, though Daraxe's ſpring of beauty paſt, 
Freſh and unſully' d fill ſhall Maria's laſt, 

O! could I gain fair Max IA to my arme, 

In all her bloom of ſelf- reflected charms ; 

In all thoſe ſoft attractions, that conſpire 

At once to raiſe and to correct deſire; 

DaynxE ſhould ſcarce my lighteſt thought employ, 


To wound my peace, or interrupt my joy. 


.eu. ECE DIAL 


Written in an ARBOUR at the foot of a 
GARDEN. Time, Morning. 


Scripterum chorus omnis amat nemus, ac fugit urbe:. 


Hox. 


Ere the wide orchard's bending branches meet, 
Loading the zepbyr's aromatic wirg 
With each ſoft odour, each ambrofial ſweet, 
That fruit af ords, or bloſſoms in the Spring. 
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From hence, a long incloſure leads you o'er 
A carpet wove in Summer's ſofteſt loom, 
Embroider'd with freſh flow'rs, a copious ſtore, 


To a vaſt ſolemn wood's majeſtic gloom, 


Deep in the green retirements of the ade, 
The terants of the air their concerts hold, 
When on the cye the glimm'ring landſcapes face, 


Or when Aurora fieans the clouds with gold 


While, ſtanding tip-toec on each airy hill, 
Or fitting in her vocal caves around, 
Echo, exerting all her mimic ſkill, 
Give: note for note, and anſwers found for Hund. 


This terminates in a wide vicw or feldes, 
With cottages and villas interſpers'd, | 
Where Autumn ſlill the golden treaſure yield: 1 
And peaſunts dwell in rural labouts ver:'d, 


Hail, ye inſpiring groves ! yc penſive ſhales ! 
Ye riſing hills! ye geatly-fiokiog vales ! 
Ye limpid fountaas, rills, and ſunny plate: * 


* 
ol 


2 cooing doves! ye incenſe-wafting o5!-« ! 
C.c-2 | 
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Hail, ye reſponſive grots, and tuneful birds! 
Ye verdart landſcapes, and extended views! 
te ſhepterds, fleecy flocks, and lowing herds ! 


Form'd not leſs to inſtruct us, than amuſe ! 


He that contemplates Nature, learns the art 
Ot growing wiſe, beyond mere common men; 
To form the taſte, and meliorate the heart, 


Without her aid, is more than mortals can. 


Happy for us, did we the juſt reſult 
Of ſimple, obvious, plain experience know, 
Which lies not hid in ſciences occult, 


Superiour to our reaſon — nor below ! 


What charming period can with Morn compare, 
In ſ:niles yet ſoften d Noon's effulgent bluſh ! 
How mild the breeze! how fragrant is the air 


Hew melody inchants us from cach buſh ! 


Where is the heart, to pratefel feclings ſear'd, 
The bicaſt, againſt each foft ſenſation ſteel'd, 
Hard a5 ile tverr's, in wild deſerts rear'd, [held ; 


V.'11-m huuger prompts to ranve the ſangvin'd 
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Where is the tongue, like Wiater's icy ſkies, 
To ev'ry exquiſite ſenſation cold; 

When ſongs of praiſe and ſwelling anthems rite, 
Would its according tribute dare with-hold ? 


his ſweet ſequeſter'd ſpot, this lone reccls, 
Not for the palace would the Muſe exchange; 
The oft'ner we rerire, we fin the leis, 


Vice ſtalks the royal dome with licens'd range, 


The laurcl blooming on the victor's brow, 
The gem that ſparkles on the monarch's crown, 


At this important, this endearing row, 


Fades on the exe, cr melts like dew-drops down, 


At ſuch an hour of tranquil, buſum-eaſe, 
How Fancy ſtretches her excurſive Hing! 
How ev'ry object ſeems intent to pleaſe ! 


Before her darted glance what Evzxs ſpring ! 


How, raviil'd, to yon folar worlds the flics, 
And wanders o'er a ſhining tract of ſtars; 
Undazzled bears their ſplendours cn her eyes, 
Or mounts the axle of their burniſh'd cars! 

C-c3 
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Struck with the high original of Man, 
For whom ſuch bodies roll ſtupendous round, 
Conſiſtent with the grand Contriver's plan, 
Diffuſing light to nations without bound! 


Thus breaking forth in ecſtaſy of praiſe, 


„Hail, King eternal! hail, Eſſential Good! 
** Jehovah! Lord! Ancient ſublime of days! 
„How little thy dread eſſence underſtood ! 


«« This ample, ſuperb, this reſplendent arch, 
«« How pregnant with auguſt diſplays of Thee ! 
„ Pregnant, beyond the niceſt human ſearch, 


« Where thought can pierce, or teleſcope can ſce,” 


And when for Earth ſhe quits her ſtarry range, 
What kindred beauties in ſucceſſion riſe ! 

Charming viciſſitude ! delightful change! 
The earth no vulgar emblem of the Skies. 


But till, the charms of ſtructure, colour, ſize, 
Attract mankind, (what elegant as they?) 
Not merely to aſtoniſh and ſurpriſe, 
But uſeful truths, and nobleſt hints conver, 
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Morning, for this, with roſy hand unbars 
The glowing portals of the eaſtern ſkies ; [ ſtars, 
While Heav'n's blue vault no longer ſhines with 


That grace the ſilver Moon's effulgent rife, 


Obſcurely mantled in her ſable robe, 
For this ſtill Night her jaſper throne aſcends, 
And ſcatters poppies round a tranquil globe, 


While man in Sleep's ſoft arms his toil ſuſpends. 


For this, thoſe elms in verd2:':t Nate aſcend, 
Semblance of true ambition, to the ſkies; 

Thoſe honey-ſuckles their ſoft twiſts extend, 
Emblem of faithful Friendſhip's ſacred ties. 


How charming is the umbrage theſe compoſe, 
With oſiers, ivy, and eſpaliers mix'd ! 
Whoſe ſtill deep calm ſeems to reſemble thoſe, 


Whoſe minds ſerene, whoſe purpoſes are fix'd. 


Here may we ſtudy the hiſtoric page, 
Converſe with thouſands many ges dead; 


The conquerour, the ſtateſman, and the ſage, 


Acquiring knowledge at the fountain head 
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In what a glorious light will ſuch appear, 
As bravely fought when Liberty inſpir'd! 
Control'd the Tyrant in his mad career, 


By Patriotiſm's gen'rous ardours fir'd ! 


How charming here to paint the ſylvan ſcene, 
With Hervey, or the deep ſequeſter'd ſhade ; 
Paint the vermilion'd morn, or eve ſerene, 


The fretted grotto, or abrupt caſcade ! 


Or, when the landſcape fades upon the eye, 
And Night o'er all her raven mantle throw: ; 


With him to read the leg ures of the ſy, 
Where ev'ry orb big with inſtruction glows, 


Or, with an eye of ſcrutiny exact, 
The human ſtructure curiouſly ſurvey ; 

Each ſlender nerve, each nice-form'd tube inſpe-, 
What half ſo exquiſitely form'd as they ? 


Nor fail to wander through the featur'd mind, 
Each thought examine, and each motive ſcau, 
Which, as averſe to Virtues, cr inclin'd, 
Prove what an angel, or a ficnd, is man. 
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YounxG next might paint that moit tremendous icene, 
When from their beds of duit mankind fha!l rife, 
With troubled aſpect, or with brow ſcrene, 


To meet the mighty judge of earth and ſkies. 


Whether they fill'd a throne, in purple dreſs'd, 
Circled by ſlaves on proſtituted knee; 

Or, only of the lowly crouk poſſeſs' d, 
Tended their flocks along the heathy lea. 


Or, like ſome ſeraph, tune the midnight-ſong, 
While ſolemn, deep, portentous filence reigns : 
Sublimely-ſoaring bard, to whom belong 


Virrue's own feelings, ſentiments, and lays! 


With SHERLOCK too, how pleaſing to retire 
Among the letter'd tomb ſtones of the dead! 

Gaze — read — pauſe — ſigh and rev'rently inquire, 
Not dumb with anguiſh, but devoutly glad. 


Upon the grave the more we calmly think, 
And make the ſhroud familiar to our view, 
In Death's cold arms leſs fearful ſhall we ſink, 

And bid Life's empty vanities adicu. 


— — =— — 
— 
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This moment we inſpire the vital breath, 
Tae all thoſe pleaſures Youth or Health can g've; 
he next, reſ:gn it at the call of death, 


Then traly born, eternally to live. 


If Virtue in her paths their footſteps led, 
it lively Faith beam'd in their cloſing eyes, 
It bleſs'd Religion ſmooth'd their dying bed, 
They fed but to their manſon in the ſkies, 


But if (O Charity ! forgive the thought) 
Through Errour's devious tracts they heedleſs ſtray d, 
Blind votaries to Vice; then they were caught 
From earth, leſt their demerit blacker made, 


Here too immur'd, how pleaſing to forget 

That Vice and Errour lord it o'er mankind ! 
That Virtue has not learn'd to triumph yet, 

Nor amongſt thouſands one true friend can find 


How pleafing to forget, that Merit pines 
In poverty and ſcorn, while titled Pride, 
In palaces, with mean Corruption, ſhines, 


By Flattery courted, and with envy ey'd 


Written in an Aas Ox. 309 


Their chance of Heav'n men barter for a place, 
That breach of modes, not laws, provokes offence 
That Nature gives to Affectation place, 
And Impudence ſupplies the room of ſenſe ! 


As ſerpents wiſe, not harmleſs as the dove, 
That only Goodneſs mankind never charms ! 
That Gold uſurps the tender rights of Love, 


Beauty condemn'd to mercenary arms | 


That Friendſhip's a mere ſound, that nothing means 
But ſelf, poor niggard ſelf, in ſmooth diſguiſe !. 
That, while on Pity's breaſt Misfortune leans, 


She falls, her ſtay withdrawn, no more to rite ! 


That now Religion little elſe imports, 

But ſleeping ſound, or ogling, in a pew ! 
That Adoration now-a-days reſorts 

But to the play, aſſembly, or the ew ! 


Come then, Forgetfulneſs, whoſe magic power 
Things quick to non-exiſtence can command ; 
Come, fit companion for the ſilent hour, 
When thought diſtracts, or ghoſt: before us ſang, 


| 
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But oft as this delightful gloom inſpires 


The virtuous, tender, manly, gen'rous thought, 
Which, while the heart it betters, never tires, 


Away, by forlorn anxious lovers ſought, 


To Miſs J—y ——— 


—Y was once the ſweeteſt maid 
That grac'd the ſprightly dance ; 
The air how artleſs ſhe diſplay'd! 


How innocent each glance ! 


But when the ſenſeleſs fopling tribe 
Around her airy tript, 
And, ]—r's beauties to deſcribe, 


Their pens in flattery dipt; 


Then all the little Gafts of Art 
Were praciiz'd o'er and o'er, 

To do, prepeſt'rouſiy expert, 
What Nature did before, 


— — 


To Miſs ]J—r 


She ftill will admiration raiſe, 
Who from its gaze withdray/s ; 
To ſeem inſenſible of praiſe, 
Is to deſerve applauſe. 


Let not a compliment, that owe: 
Its merit to a lie, 

More kind the cenſure of your fo2:, 
Gain ftrength by your reply. 


Let no vain, prattling, tinſeld youth, 
Pert, ignorant, and raw, 
Who but, when ſilent, tells the truth, 


Your kind attention draw. 


The poor expedients us'd by Art. 
Like the cheek's borrow'd dye, 


Can never fix the wiſe man's heart, 


Though they may catch his eye. 


Your trueſt graces Virtue ſums, 
In gentle, ſoft, and meek ; 
Diſdain, or pride, but ill becomes 
The dimply virgin cheek. 
Vor. II. D d 
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Let x then aſſume that eaſe 
Winch charm'd the world befere; 
The lefs ſhe anxious ſtrives to pleaſe, 


She ſtill will pleaſe the more. 


Of ſelſ-complacence O beware! 
O liſten not to ſome men, 
Who call you moſt divinely fair, 


But ai you leſs than woman! 


And O forgive the bard, the while 
Such maxims he lays down ; 
Though he may ]J—y wiſh to ſmile, 


He can ſurvive her frown. 


To Miſs AN NIE HamiLTOR. 


Ir'd of the city's ſplendid ſhows, 
Alux to the country goes; 
Happy from noiſe, ſedans, and coaches, 
As ſome pale meagre lord approaches; 
From dirty lanes, and crouded ſtreets, 


Where villain oft with villain meets ; 


To Miſs Ax NIE IIA uI LTO. 


GY 
« 3 


From bows and curtſeys, without number, 
And compliments that but encumber ; 

From routs and drums, and miduight revel :, 

The import of oar modern travels; 
From ſmoke in many u ſtagnate wreath, 
And vapours that diſeaſes breathe ; i 
From this ſtrange group which ſome ain, | 
Happy, thrice happy, to retire ; | 
To feel the cheek with beat fufras'd, | 
By walks and exereiſe amus'd; 

To ſuc& in health, through raking tc, 


From many an odour-waiting erccio 


To taſte thoſe pleaſures Sileace giver, 
To her dcnizd in crouds that lives : 
Not with much recolledtlon vain, 
That ſwells regret, and creates pain, 
Of town amuſcments, ſhow, and pom, 
Made for the fop, coquet, and romp ; 
Like fome the conſcious verſe migat name, 
Did it not wound the ſex's fame, 
Nor would Azperia wih to ſhare, 
A fit example to the fair, 
A compliment, by her ingroſ. d 
laviiious at the ſex's co.t, 

D 4d > 
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Toa Lapy offended at ſeeing her Verſes 


printed, on account of their being too 


farple. 


OU ll, my fair, prepoſt'rouſly complain, 
Your verſes are too fimple and too plain, 
When, if you mind the eritically wiſe, 


Their very beauty in their plainneſs lies; 

As lilies charm in plain and ſim ple white, 

But, daub'd with vermile, would diſguſt the fight ; 
us the falſe cheek's vile artificial luſh 

Can never paſs for Nature's roſeate bluſh, 

Hovy eaſy to throw off the tumid phraſe, 

And iaterlard with epithets the lays ! 

But the parade of florid words cor.founds, 

And ſentiment 1s loſt in pomp of ſounds : 

As the freſh landſcape's vivid green looks pale, 
When noon's ſtrong light and ſcorching heats prevai! 
If ſuited to the circumſtance, and place, 
Simplicity is woman's trueſt grace. 

When thoughtleſs temales the reverſe prefer, 
From Natzre they depart, and always err. 
Mere AﬀeQation vainly would aſſert 


A dead, laking empire o'er the tart, 
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Let then, if you expect to be a wife, 

Your numbers be an emblem of your life ; 
Thus, rather than complain with captious veice, 
You may have cauſe to triumph and rejoice. 


— — 


On the bir . 


— bo * * 
— — 2 2 — — 


Mr ALLAN RAMS AY. 


— 


' Written in the year 1758. 
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Ard by the graſſy margin of a ſtream, 

Where zephyrs play'd to cool the ſultry beam, 
Shedding, conglob'd anon, the vapoury dew, ö 
Or Spring's rich fragrance, from their pinions blue; 
Juſt as the ſun from noontide height declin'd, 

And through the op' ning trees obliquely ſhin'd ; 
A ſhepherd reſted on the flowery ground, 

By diſtant rows of elms encompaſs'd round. 
Pure was his boſom as the ſtream that bow'd, 


Or eaſtern gale that o'er its ſurface blow'd. 
Gentle his temper as the lenient flow'r, 


That ſpreads its folds to catch the moiſi'ning ſhow's, 


„This was forgot to bi inſerted among the Elegie -. 
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Pleas'd and contented with his humble lot, 

His thoughts ne'er ſoar'd above the crook or cot. 
Oft would he ſoftly ſwell the mellow reed, 
Pathe in the flood, or view his lambkins fect ; 
With ſimple footilep trip the green along, 

Or make lone echoes vocal with his ſong ; 
Select rich noſegays, elegantly dreſt, 

To fill, but not adorn, his charmer's breaſt: 
Oft ſtudious pore o'er ſome fam'd paſt'ral book, 
His ., thrown by, his flageilet, and crock ; 
Where raſttc love- ſcenes harmleſsly cor ſpire 
To melt the tender heart, and fancy fire; 
Truth and Simplicity unletter'd ſhine, 

Ard Innocence embellithes each line. 

Above the reſt the Gæx TIE SHEPKERD charm'd, 
Wich hope: and fears alternately alarm'd, 
While Pari and while PEGGY met to woo, 
Almoſt, ſo ſtrong the paint, confeſs'd to view; 
Wich rolling eyes on one another turn'd, 
Glancag thoſe fires that in their boſoms burn'd. 
Not the ft odours that in violets dwell, 

Not the bland honey ſrom the waxen cell; 
Not the mild fannings of the ſouthern breeze, 
That fiir to ſighs the not unconſcious trees 3. 
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Not Philome!, firſt minſtrel of the grove, 

Warbling in yonder jes'mine-wreath'd alcove ; 

Not the ſweet murmur of deſcending rills, 

Nor low-breath'd coo of fr-immantled hill: ; 

With more of nature exquiſitely pleaſe 

The elegant, chaſle taſte, and thought at calc, 
Such traces the fond numbers leave behind, 

Such power have fine deſcriptions o'er the mind 

Oft to ſome oak would he his ſpeech addreſs, 

In equal warmth his paſſion to expreſs, 

And ſtill, as oft as breezcs fann'd the trees, 

Fondly concludes an anſwer he rec: ives; 

Till conquer'd by imaginary charms, 

Around the trunk he claſps his eager arms, 

And, ere his eyes the ſtrange miſtake can ſee, 

Imprints warm kiſſes on the lifeleſs tree. 
Once, as he ſat beneath an aged thorn, 

To breathe the dewy freſhneſs of the morn ; 

His ear attentive to the blackbird's lay, 
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Or tune ful thruſh, perch'd on a neighb'ring ſpray ; 


A ſwain, ſlowly approaching, he eſpies, 

With his ſpread hand oft lifted to his eyes; 
Whoſe downcaſt looks ſeem to implore relief, 
As if oppreſs'd with ſome o'crwhelming grief. 
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Touch'd with the ſudden ſympathy of wo, 

Yet apprehenſive the event to know; 

While mix'd ſurmiſes all his mind poſſeſs, 

And various reaſons offer to his gueſs, 

Near him with trembling ſtep the ſhepherd draws, 
Eager to aſk the melancholy cauſe : 

But all the anſwer his inquiry gains, 

Which yet, alas ! too well his grief explains, 
Theſe few ſhort, but emphatic, words expreſt, 
Raus Avis BEAD his ſilence told the reſt, 
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Ab vie to a LADY, 
On an Offer of MARRIA GE. 


Ake my advice, without delay, 
It will prevent a world of ſorrow ; 
What wiſely can be done to-day, 
Defer not vainly till to-morrow. 


Thus, when the ivy would inveſt 
Its kindred tree, if aught divides, 

That branch no more for ever preſt, 
Hence quickly diſengag'd it ſlides. 


Earn a plain le ſſon from a friend, 


Sway'd by no mercenary en; 


Never to gratify your wit, 

Howe'er by fools admit 'd tor it, 

Your pride, your knowledg?, l2:ruing, ſenſe, 
At bluſhing Modeſty's expenſe ; 

Nor, which the werſt cf tempers ſhows, 

Your neighbour's venial ſlips expoſe, 

The trueſt wiſdom is, to know 

That none are perfect here below; 

The nobleſt candour, to conceal 


What Malice only would reveal. 
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P you by all would be belov'd, 
By bad men fear'd, by good approv'd, 
And live exempt from blame ; 
O Envy's ſummons diſobey, 
That unrelenting bird of prey 
Which lives on blaſted fame! 
Yeu. II. E e 
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To others' merit be nct blind, 

In manners, perſon, birth, or mind ; 
Thus ycu, admirirg, may 

Aſſume (a worthy, decent pride, 

To candour, taſte, and ſenſe allied) 


That compliment you pay. 


He ho ſtill labours all be can, 
To leave the common herd of men, 
By promptneſs to oblige; 
Him, nor Detraction's poiſon'd darts, 
Malice, with all her helliſnh arts, 
Nor Want, ſhall &er beſiege. 
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II E Sun, with radiant ſplendours in his eye, 
Swift roll'd his fiery chariot up the &y; 
And as to zenith alritude he roſe, 
Bright and more bright his dazzling viſage glows ; 
Till, all-refulgent from meridian height, 
He pours a flood of glory on the fight. 
Through Nature's depths the mighty radiance felt, 
Earth ſe:ms to ſmoke, and rocks themſelves to melt; 
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A ſickly hus ſpreads o'er the verdant glade, 


And all che landſcape's laughing beauties fade; 
The languid flow'r reclines its drooping head, 

Its fragrant ſwcets, its deep vermilion fled ; 

Ev'n Taduſtry, while the ſtrong beam deſcends, 
Faint and relax'd, her half-done taſk ſuſpends, 
And, underneath ſome lofty range of trees, 

Sucks in the vital coolneſs of the breeze 

The flocks and herds to ſhelt'ring glooms retreat, 
Weary and panting with oppreſſive heat ; 

While ſtretch'd, unactive, on the parch'd-up ground, 


His pipe, his crook, his garland, ſtrew'd around; 


The ſun-burnt ſhepherd's yielding eyelids cloſe, 
And all his ſenſes fink in bland repoſe : 
Silent as death are now the warbling throng, | 
Not Love itſelf inſpires their various ſong ; | 
All ſeek the cloſeſt covert of the wood, | 
Or in cool haunts pick up their ſcanty foo4-; | 
Echo too, dormant in her marble grot, 
Has half her arts of mimicry forgot ; 
Ev'n heat-enamour'd ſwallows quit the air, 
And, filent, to their mud-built neſts repair : 
Nothing is heard but the dull hum of bees, 
Or inſeQs buzzing through the bloſſom'd trees; 
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The chirp of graſshopper amid the brake, 
Or ſleep-inviting tinkle of the lake; 


Nature kerſelf grows faint, with warmth oppreſt, 
And all Creation ſinks ſupine to ref. | 
Happy the youth, by no falſe taſte betray'd, 
Whom Contemplation leads now to the ſhade; 
Who, unſeduc'd by the vile love of pelf, 

Can courts deſpiſe, and venerate himſelf; 

Of more than crowns poſſeſs'd, while he can roam 
Through Nature's works, nor ever be from home ; 
The ſyſtems of our earth, and yonder ſkies, 
Glories hid, haply, from the monarch's eyes ; 
Eternal Wiſdom's exquiſite diſplay, 

While heav'n-born NewTon leads the radiant way; 
Calls forth fair order, harmony, and light, 

From the dark womb of anarchy and night ! 
Thus, for one paltry kingdom, one poor ſpot 
Almoſt in Nature's bouadleſs ſcenes forgot, 
Without the gilded gewgaw of a throne, 

A thouſand he may amply call his own. 
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